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                        THE FIRST CHAPTER. 

                       “Listen to My Tale of Woe!” 
 “Wow!” 
  “Hallo, hallo, hallo!” 
  “Wow-wow!”
  “What the thump—” 
  “Wo-o-o-o-ow!” 
  Billy Bunter tottered into the doorway of Study No. 1, in the Greyfriars Remove, uttering sounds of woe. 
  Tea was going on in that celebrated study. 
  Outside, a dim November mist hung over the quadrangle, and the leafless trees loomed like ghosts through the vapour. But in the study a cheery fire burned, and lights gleamed on a spread tea-table, and five cheerful faces. 
  But the fat face that appeared in the doorway was not cheerful. It was anything but cheerful.  It was dreary and dolorous. To judge by Billy Bunter’s looks, most of the troubles of the universe had 
descended upon his fat shoulders at one fell swoop. 
  Bunter was wriggling painfully. Sounds of woe had preceded him up the Remove passage and they continued to stream from his lips as he blinked at the Famous Five.  
  “Yow-ow-ow-ow-ow-wooooow!” 
  “Anything up, Bunter?” asked Harry Wharton. 
  “Yow-ow!” 
  “Licked?  ” asked Frank Nugent. 
  “Woooooooooh!” 
  “Got a pain?” inquired Bob Cherry. 
  “Mmmmmmmmmmmm!” 
  “The painfulness appears to be terrific,” remarked Hurree Jamfet Ran Singh. “What is the esteemed matterfulness, my worthy and absurd Bunter?” 
  “Oh! Ow, ow! Oh!” 
  “Trot along to your own study, old fat man,” suggested Johnny Bull “You can’t expect to kick up that row in other fellows studies.” 
  “Beast! Ow! Wow! Ow!” 
  Bunter did not trot along to his own study. Perhaps he was in search of sympathy. Perhaps the well-spread tea-table attracted him.     At all events, he rolled into Study No. 1. Whatever was the matter with Bunter the Famous Five your where and were going to have the benefit of his lamentations. 
  “I say, you fellows,” groaned Bunter. “I—wow! I’m hurt! Ow! 1 say, I’m and suffering fearfully! Yow!“ 
  “What about suffering in silence?” asked Johnny Bull. 
  “Beast! Ow!” 
  “The golden silence in hand is worth more than a cracked pitcher in the bush, as the English proverb says!” remarked Hurree Singh. 
  “Ha, ha, ha!” 
  “You can cackle!” said Bunter dismally. “I’m hurt! I’m suffering frightfully! Ow!”
  “Sit down, old fat bean.” said Harry Wharton, with a smile, and he pushed Bunter into a chair. 
  Bunter sat down. 
  The next moment he leaped to his feet with a howl. 
  “Yarooh!”
  “What on earth’s the matter now?” exclaimed the captain of the Remove. 
  “Wow! I—I won’t sit down!” gaspcd Bunter. “I—I—I’d rather stand! Yow-ow-ow ow-ow!” 
  “Ha, ha, ha!” 
  “I’ve had six!” groaned Bunter. “That beast Walker—ow !—pitched into me for nothing, you know! Absolutely nothing! You know what a bad tempered beast Walker of the Sixth is! Yow-ow! I’ve had six! He made me bend over in the quad and gave me six! Oh dear!” 
  “What for?” asked Harry. 
  “ Nothing!” 
  “Gammon!” said Johnny Bull. 
  “Oh, really, Bull—yow-ow-ow!”
  Whether Bunter had had six for nothing, or for something, it was evident that the six had been very severe. 
  The fat junior was wriggling with anguish. 
  Six from an ashplant as a punishment varied a good deal in severity. Six from Wingate, for instance, was generally mild. From Loder it was always painful. From Walker of the Sixth it varied according to the temper James Walker happened to be in. 
  On the present occasion James Walker must have been in a very bad temper indeed, to judge by Bunter’s state. 
  Bunter was the fellow to make the most of his sufferings. But he clearly was is as home and home not humbugging this time, He was hurt. James Walker had laid on the six not wisely, but too well. Bunter was not the fellow to stand when there was anything at hand to sit or sprawl on. Now he preferred to stand— very much he preferred it. 
  Standing by the table, Bunter helped himself to cake. Deep as his woe was, it was not, apparently, too deep for him to appreciate a plum-cake. But he did not gobble the cake with his usual speed. Even his appetite seemed a little affected. Between the munches he paused to groan. Evidently Bunter was suffering seriously. 
 “I say, you fellows.” Bunter gobbled and groaned, and resumed: “I say, that beast Walker took it out of me. For nothing, you know! I’ve a jolly good mind to go to Quelch about it! A fellow’s Form master ought to interfere, you know. Licking a chap for nothing—” 
  “Gammon!” repeated Johnny Bull. “Walker’s rather a bully but he wouldn’t give a man six for nothing.” 
  “I tell you he did!” howled Bunter. “How could I help butting into him in the quad when it’s as foggy as anything? I couldn’t see the coming, could I?” 
  “Oh, you butted into him in the quad, did you?” asked Wharton. 
“Ow! Yes! You see, I was going to the tuckshop, and Walker was coming away from it.  How was I to see the beast in this beastly fog?” groaned Bunter. “It was a sheer accident. I couldn’t help the silly ass dropping his silly parcels when he butted into me, could I? Ow! Wow! Think I’d butt into a Sixth Form prefect if I could help it?  Wow!” 
  The chums of the Remove looked sympathetic. 
 Certainly it was unlikely that Bunter had butted into Walker of the Sixth on purpose. It was hard lines to be given six for an accident in the fog which a fellow couldn’t help!” 
  “WaIker’s rather a bully,” remarked Bob Cherry. “He’s not so bad as Loder or Carne; but he’s got a beastly temper sometimes.” 
  “He had no right to cane Bunter for butting into him in the fog,” said Frank Nugent; “that’s  altogether too thick!” 
  “The thickfulness is terrific!” 
  “I’d jolly well go to Quelch.” said Bunter; “but a fellow doesn’t like to sneak! Ow, ow, ow, ow, ow! I say, you fellows, you oughtn’t to let that beast bully the Remove! Six for a sheer accident ! And I can tell you he laid them on! Ow ow!” 
  “The brute ought to be jolly well ragged!” said Bob warmly. 
  “Can’t rag a prefect.” said Johnny Bull. “We don’t want to get six each.” 
  “Ow, ow, ow!  I say, you fellows, is there any more cake?  Ow ow, ow!” 
  “The ragfulness of the esteemed Walker is the proper caper,” remarked Hurree Jamset Ram Singh. “But the sixfulness each would be ludicrously painful!” 
   “I say, you know——” 
   “Grin and bear it, old fat bean?’ said Nugent. 
  “Ow!  Is there any more cake?” 
  “No; that’s the lot.” 
  “Oh dear! Ow!” 
And he  Still groaning, Billy Bunter rolled out of he No. 1, and betook himself to Study No. 7, his own quarter. His groans died away along the Remove passage. 
  Harry Wharton & Co. did not finish their tea. They had intended to finish with the cake.  Bunter had finished it for them. But, to judge by his deep groans as he departed, the Owl of the Remove had not derived much consolation even from the cake. Billy Bunter was in the same state as Rachel of old—he mourned, and could not be comforted. 

                            THE SECOND CHAPTER. 

                                 Toddy Takes a Hand! 

“CHEESE it!” 
  Groan! 
 “Chuck it, Bunter.” 
  Thus Peter Todd—unsympathetically. 
  “For goodness’ sake chuck it.” 
  Groan! 
  Bunter, no doubt, considered that a fellow had a right to do as hechose in his own study. Study No. 7 in the Remove was Bunter’s study; and he chose to groan, so he groaned. 
  Unfortunately, it was Peter Todd’s study also, and Peter found Bunter’s groans neither grateful nor comforting. 
  Moreover, Peter was hard at work. Peter had fifty lines from the “Henriade” to write out for Monsieur Charpentier, the French master. 
  Fifty lines of French were bad enough, without an accompaniment of deep groaning from William George Bunter. 
  “If you think that’s pretty to listen to,” said Peter, glaring across the study table at the Owl of the Remove. 
  Groan!
  “I’ve got this impot to write out— ” 
  Groan! 
  “Fifty lines of Froggy!” growled Peter. “Look here, you can read it out to me while I scribble, if you like. Begin at the beginning—je chante de ce heros qui regnait sur la France—” 
  Groan! 
  “What’s the matter with you?” hooted Peter. “Can’t you sit down and be quiet?” 
  “Ow! No! I—I think I shan’t be able to sit down for a week!” groaned Bunter. 
  Peter Todd grinned. 
  “Licked?” he asked. 
  Bunter blinked at him. 
  “You silly ass!” he gasped. “Do you think I’m making this row for fun? Ow!” 
  “You never get licked for anything— always for nothing,” remarked Peter, sarcastically. “Never was such an innocent bird! Have you been raiding Walker’s grub?” 
  Groan! 
  “Well, what did Walker give you six for?” asked Peter, eyeing him suspiciously. 
  Once more Bunter’s tale of woe was told. 
  But it fell on rather sceptical ears. Peter shook his head. 
 “Walker’s a bit of a bully.  But a ” he remarked. “But he wouldn’t give a up to tea and man six just for butting into him by accident in the fog.” 
  “You silly ass!”  hooted Bunter. “Do you think I don’t know whether I’ve had six or not? Ow, ow, ow!”
  “But Walker wouldn’t—” 
  “Ow! He did, you ass! Wow! You might be a bit sympathetic to a fellow in your own study!  Ow!” 
  “And you did nothing but run into him in the fog?” 
  “Ow!  Nothing!  Wow!” 
  “If that’s the truth” said Peter doubtfully.  
  There was room for doubt. Bunter was not on intimate terms with the truth—they had hardly even a nodding acquaintance!”
  “Oh, really, Peter! You know how truthful I am.  ” said Bunter reproachfully. 
  “I do—just!” agreed Peter. “That’s the trouble! You see, you’rc such a frightful fibber, Bunter—” 
  “Beast! Ow!” 
  “Such a fearful fabricator—” 
  “Wow!”
  “In fact, such an awful liar, in plain English.  ” said Peter cheerfully. “Ananias and George Washington were fools to you!”
  “If that’s all the sympathy I get in my own study— said Bunter bitterly. “Ow, ow, ow!” he added, as a fresh twinge caught him.  First “Wow, wow! The beast laid it on as if he was beating a carpet ! Wow-ow-ow!” 
  “Well, if Walker’s jolly well licked you for nothing, Walker’s jolly well going to sit up,” said Peter. “He’s jolly well not going to bully the Remove, especially this study. But—” 
  Groan!
  Billy Buntcr leaned on the table and poured forth sounds of woe. It was clear that James Walker had laid it on very hard indeed. 
  “If Walker licked you for nothing I’ll get some fellows to join up and we’ll jolly well give Walker beans somehow.” said Peter determinedly. “But—” 
  Groan! 
  Peter Todd rose from the table. 
 “I’ll jolly well go and see Walker.” he said. “If it’s as you say, Bunter, we’ll make him sit up—somehow! If it isn’t, I’ll come back and give you six with a fives bat, to match the six Walker gave you—see?” 
 “You can get on with my impot while I’m gone, if you like,” added Peter. “Mossoo won’t bother about the fist: and he told me to bring it to him after tea.  Put in the accents.” 
  Groan! 
  Peter Todd left the study. 
  Billy Bunter did not get on with the French imposition. He had found a little comfort in the cake in Study No. 1. But he did not expect to find any in a French impot.  He moved about the study, mumbling and groaning. 
  Peter Todd went downstairs. In the lower hall he encountered Monsieur Charpentier, the French master. As his impot was not yet written, and in fact hardly begun, Peter was not anxious to meet Mossoo. Mossoo was standing at the door, blinking out into the mist, apparently undecided whether to venture forth or not. But he caught sight of Peter, and beckoned to him. 
  “Zose lines, zey are but written, hein?” asked Mossoo. 
  “Hem! Not quite, sir,” said Peter. 
 “Zen vy you not write zem in zis moment, mon garcon?” demanded Monsieur Charpentier, severely. 
  “I—I’m going to see a prefect, sir.” murmured Peter. “We’re not allowed to keep a prefect waiting, sir.” 
  “C’est bien” said Mossoo amiably “But zose lines, zey must be written, mon garcon! You take zem to my study, and if I am gone out viz myself, you lay zem on ze table. Isn’t it?” 
  “Oh, certainly, sir.” 
  Mossoo turned to the misty doorway again, and Peter Todd went on his way to the Sixth-Form passage. 
  He tapped at the door of James Walker, and opened it. 
  Walker of the Sixth was in his study. He was seated at the table, writing a letter. 
  He stared round impatiently at the Removite. 
  “What the thump do you want!” he snapped, “Is it a message?” 
 “Not exactly,” said Peter. “I—” 
  “Then buzz off! I’ve got to catch the collection with this letter,” grunted Walker. “No time to waste—buzz off!” 
  “I wanted to ask you—” 
  “Shut up and clear.” 
  Walker of the Sixth resumed writing his letter.  It was getting near time for the school box to be cleared by the postman, and Walker wanted to catch the post. So he had no time to waste on an importunate junior. But Peter Todd did not shut up; neither did he clear. He had come there for information. 
  “I say, Walker—” 
  No answer from the prefect, who was busy scribbling. 
  “Bunter says you licked him for butting into you in the fog, in the quad.” said Peter. 
  Walker glared up. 
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  “That’s so; and I’ll give you the same if you don’t buzz off without saying another word!”  he snapped; and he reached towards the cane that lay on the table. 
  Peter Todd did not utter another word. Walker, evidently, was in an extremely bad temper, and Peter did not want the “same.” 
  He stepped back into the passage. 
  “Shut the door!” snapped Walker. 
  Peter Todd closed the door and retired from the Sixth-Form 
quarters. His face was thoughtful as he took his way back to the Remove passage. 
  He did not return to Study No. 7. Billy Bunter continued to groan there uninterrupted, and the French imposition had to wait. Peter was thinking of something more pressing than French impots as he stopped at the door of Study No. 1 in the Remove. 

                          THE THIRD CHAPTER. 

                               Six on the Warpath! 

“TROT in, Toddy!” 
  It was a chorus of welcome in Study No. 1 as Peter 
looked in. 
  Toddy trotted in. 
  The Famous Five had been discussing the affair of Bunter. They agreed that Walker of the Sixth was a beastly bully, and that he ought to be made to sit up for licking a Remove man for nothing. 
 But making a Sixth-Form prefect sit up was difficult and perilous proceeding. The consequences of “handling” a prefect were dire. The chums of the Remove agreed that Walker ought to he made an example of. But nobody wanted to bag six from a prefect, a caning from a Form master, or a flogging from the Head. 
  So although there was considerable indignation in Study No. 1, the Famous Five would probably have come to the conclusion that there was nothing doing—when Peter Todd happened. 
  Peter came in and closed the door behind him. 
  “You fellows game?” he asked. 
  “The gamefulness is terrific, my esteemed Toddy,” answered Hurree Jamset Ram Singh. “But what is the absurd upfulness?” 
  “Bunter’s been licked—” 
  “We’ve had that!” grinned Bob Cherry. “Bunter’s told us all about it—we’ve listened to his tale of woe.” 
  “The woefulness was—” 
  “Preposterous!” chuckled Bob. 
  “Well, Bunter’s in my study.  ” said Peter. “He’s a fat bounder, and a podgy fathead, and all sorts of a worm, but he’s in my study, and he’s not going to be licked for nothing. That bully Walker walloped him for butting into him in the fog—just that.” 
  “Bunter’s such a fibber.” said Johnny Bull. 
  “I’ve asked Walker.” said Toddy, “It’s official.  And it’s the giddy limit. It’s up to the Remove to let Walker know that he can’t do these things.” 
  “Hem!”
  The chums of the Remove eyed Peter dubiously. They were willing, indeed eager, to deal with Walker of the Sixth in the most drastic manner imaginable. But there was a but. 
  “You see, there’s a frightful row if a man handles a prefect,” said Frank Nugent.  “The Sixth are the giddy Sixth, you know.” 
  “The jolly old Palladium of the school!” said Bob Cherry.     
  “Mustn’t lay hands on the jolly old Palladium!”
  “It’s foggy in the quad.” said Peter. 
  “We’ve noticed that, fathead.’ 
  “Walker’s going out soon to post a letter at the box. He wants to catch the collection.” 
 “What about it?” 
  “Lots about it,” answered Peter. “Walker’s got to get what’s coming to him, and at the same time we don’t want to be marched before the Head for handling a prefect. That’s where the fog comes in.  Walker is collared in the fog—” 
  “Oh, my hat!” 
  He won’t see who did it. That won’t hurt us. On such an occasion we’re not yearning for the limelight.” 
  “No fear!” chuckled Bob. 
  “Well, are you coming?” asked Peter.  “Walkers rather a hefty brute, but the lot of us can handle him like a baby. We’re going to be on the spot when he comes along with his letter, and as soon as he’s dropped it into the box we jump on him—” 
  “I’ve got a bottle of marking-ink,” continued Peter.  “I was going to mark collars with it. But I’d rather mark Walker.” 
  “Ha, ha, ha!” said Harry frightful row 
  “The rowfulness will be terrific.” 
  “We’re not going to give Walker our names or leave him our visiting-cards.” said Peter. “He won’t know us from Adam.” 
  The Famous Five looked at one another. 
  They had had many troubles with the bully of the Sixth, and were not averse from the idea of giving James Walker a little kind attention in the fog. And undoubtedy he deserved a ragging for giving a Remove man six for a sheer accident. 
 There was a generous nodding of heads. 
 “We’re on!” said Bob Cherry. 
  “The onfulness is preposterous.” 
  “Follow your leader, then,” said Peter. “Walker won’t be long, and we want to be ahead of him. Come on.” 
  The Famous Five followed Peter from the study. They did not leave the House by the door on the quad. It was indubitable that James Walker deserved what he was going to get, that he had asked for it, and that he ought to have what he had asked for.  The juniors had no doubt on those points. But they did not expect masters or prefects to see eye to eye with them in such a matter.  It was necessary to be very wary, and exceedingly secret. Walker was certain to make a fuss about it, richly as he deserved it, and it was necessary for no one to know that the six juniors had been out of the House when it happened. So they left the House by the window of a deserted class-room, unseen. 
  “My hat! It’s thick!” muttered Bob Cherry, as he blinked round him in the heavy mist that hung over the quad. 
  “The thickfulness is beastly,” grunted Hurree Jamset Ram Singh, with a shiver. 
  “Come on!” said Peter. “Keep together or we shall lose one another.” 
  “Lead on, Macduff!” said Bob. 
  The juniors groped their way along the path. 
  The mist from the sea lay like a blanket over Greyfriars. Dimly the shapes of trees loomed up and from lighted windows, a faint illumination shone into the fog. 
  They found their way at last to the post-box in the school wall. There they halted, peering at one another in the gloom. 
  “Thick as soup!” mumbled Nugent. 
  “All the better, ” said Peter Todd. “Walker isn’t likely to recognise anybody in this.” 
  “No. But—” 
  “Safe as houses.  ” said Peter. 
  “Yes but—” 
  “But what, fathead?  ” 
  “Suppose he doesn’t come to post the letter?” said Frank. “He may change his mind when he sees how thick it is.” 
  “Oh, rot!” said Peter. 
  “Well, it’s only few minutes to the collection now, I beIieve—unless the fog keeps Boggs late,” said.Harry Wharton. ‘Wait and see, anyhow.” 
  The juniors waited. 
  It was not pleasant. A thin drizzle was falling through the mist, and every moment the fog seemed to be getting thicker. From far out at sea came a dismal sound of syrens.  They waited; but there was no sound of approaching footsteps. 
  “Look here Toddy, are you sure—” began Johnny Bull. 
  “Yes, ass!”
  “He doesn’t seem to be coming!” grumbled Johnny. 
  “Hark!” 
  There was a sound in the mist. It came from the path, hidden in the mist, and was unmistakably a footstep. 
  “He’s coming!”  whispered Peter. 
  “Quiet!” 
  The juniors waited breathlessly. 
  Someone was coming down the path directly towards the letter-box. Peter Todd drew the bottle of marking-ink from his pocket and removed the cork. 
  “Ready!” he breathed. 
  A dim figure loomed for a moment in the gloom. They heard a letter dropped into the orifice of the box. 
  The dimly-seen form turned from the letter-box again, and at the same moment the Famous Five closed in on it. 
  There was a startled gasp as they collared that dim form and up-ended it and dropped it on the earth. 
  “Oooooooooooooh!” 
  Bump!” the 
  The next moment, Peter Todd was leaning over the sprawling figure, and the purple marking-ink was streaming from the bottle over the upturned face. 
  “Gerrrrooooogh!” 
  That upturned face was the dimmest of dim patches in the thick mist. It was quite unrecognisable, and still more unrecognisable after Peter had weighed in with the purple marking-ink. 
  “Oooooooh!” 
  Some of the ink, apparently, had gone into an open mouth. The sounds that came from the sprawling figure were awful. 
  “Gug-gug-ug! Ooooch! Grooooooch!” Six figures faded away into the fog, The chums of the Remove did not utter a word. The victim of the rag could not possibly have recognised them, ii he had seen them at all; but he might have known their voices. In deep silence, like phantoms, they faded away. 
  Horrid sounds followed them through the mist. 
  “Gug-gug! Gerrooooogh! Ooooooch!” Twice the juniors missed their way in the clinging mist, but they got back to the Form-room window at last, and clambered in. Very carefully they closed the window behind them. 
First Not till then did they venture even to chuckle. 
 “Quiet!” murmured Peter. “Walker will kick up a fearful row about this. He can’t possibly like it.” 
  “Ha, ha ha!”
  “Quiet!” 
  Suppressing their emotions, the juniors left the Form-room quietly. After that they strolled away towers the door of the House. There was nothing to connect them with what had happened in the quad, and they were quite interested to see Walker of the Sixth come in. He was likely, they considered, to present a very unusual aspect, and to be in a highly excited state. 
  Several fellows were standing by the big doorway, looking out, when the juniors came along from within. 
  “Looks jolly thick!” remarked Loder of the Sixth. 
  “Yes, doesn’t it? I fancy I’ll leave posting my letter.” said another voice. 
  The six juniors gave a convulsive start. 
 They knew that voice. 
  Like fellows in a horrid dream, they gazed at Walker of the Sixth. 
  He was standing at the doorway with Loder, a letter in his hand.  Obviously, he had not posted his letter. Obvious1y, he had not gone down to the postbox in the school wall. 
  Someone had! 
  They knew that—only too well! But not Walker of the Sixth. 
For a moment Harry Wharton & Co. gazed at one another in silent horror. Someone—goodness knew who—had walked into their hands in the fog, and bd got what was intended for Walker. Who it was they could not even imagine. It might have been anybody at Greyfriars—except Walker!I A prefect, perhaps—perhaps even a master! Peter Todd’s face was a study. 
  “Oh crikey!” he whispered.  The juniors retired silently to the Remove passage. They were no longer interested to see the victim of the rag come in. The less they saw of him, and the farther off they were when he came. the better, Not till they reached the Remove passage did they express their feelings in words. Then all the Famous Five spoke at once. 
 “Toddy! You silly idiot !“ 
  “I—I thought—”stammered Peter. 
  “You benighted fathead!” 
  “You burbling chump!” 
  “Look here—” 
  “Bump him!” said Bob Cherry. 
  “Yaroooooh!”
  Leaving Peter on the floor of the Remove passage, the Famous Five retired into Study No. I. Peter picked himself up breathlessly and limped along to No. 7. 
  An unmusical sound greeted him as he entered. 
  Groan! 
  Billy Bunter was still in a state of lamentation. He blinked at Peter, as he came in. through his big spectacles. Then he uttered a deeper groan than ever, no doubt with the idea of eliciting sympathy from Peter. 
Your  But Peter was not in a sympathetic mood. He was in a state of dismay and apprehension. 
  He gave William George Bunter a glare. 
  “Shut up!” he howled. 
  Groan! 
  “You fat, frabjous fathead! You’ve landed me into a precious pickle!” said Peter Todd. “All your fault, you footling frump!” 
  Groan! 
  Peter Todd, with a fed-up, ferocious expression on his face, looked round the study, evidently in search of something. Bunter blinked at him, forgetting, for the moment, to groan. 
  “Looking for something, Toddy?” he asked. 
  “Yes!” hissed Peter. 
  “What is it?” 
  “A fives bat.” 
  “Wha-a-at do you want a fives bat for?” 
  “You!” 
  Peter found the fives bat, and grabbed it. Then he looked round for Bunter. But he did not find Bunter.  Bunter was gone. 

                      THE FOURTH CHAPTER. 

                         A Mystery of the Mist! 

“EXTRAORDINARY!”  said Mr. Quelch. 
  “My eye!” said Gosling. 
  Both of them listened. 
  Quelch, the master of the Remove had just come in. He had been caught in the thickening fog, and had had some difficulty in getting back to Greyfriars at all from the village. He stopped at Gosling’s lodge to make some remarks— not complimentary ones—on the weather, and to suggest that Gosling should light him across to the House with his lantern. 
  Gosling, who did not expect a tip for the service, was not enthusiastic, but Mr. Quelch was a gentleman whom it wa difficult to refuse.  Gosling mentioned, in a casual sort of way, that he didn’t know just where to lay his hands on that lantern, that the lantern was empty of oil, and that he had mislaid his matches. Then he found the lantern found that there was oil in it, found his matches and lighted up, expressing his feelings the while in a series of grunts. 
  Lantern in hand, the school porter was starting to convoy Mr. Quelch to the House, when from the deep and blinding mist there came strange sounds that startled both the Form master and the porter, 
  “Gug-gug-gug!   Goooog!   Hooog!  Hooooch!” 
  Strange and suffocating sounds came from the fog. It was no wonder that Mr. Quelch described them as extraordinary. They were, so to speak, extra extraordinary. 
  Mr. Quelch stared round him in the fog. Nothing was to be seen but ghostly mist and dim branches looming through. 
  “What is that extraordinary noise, Gosling?” asked the master of the Remove. 
  “‘Ask me another, sir!” said Gosling. “Some blooming hanimal got into the place in the fog, I s’pose.” 
  “Some what?”  inquired Mr. Quelch. 
  “Some blooming hanimal, sir.” 
   “I should be obliged, Gosling, if you would select your adjectives with more circumspection when addressing me!” said the Form master stiffly. 
  “My eye!” said Gosling.  
  “Goooooog!” came from the fog.   “Mooooooch! Urrrrrrtrgggggg!”
   “It’s some blooming—I mean blinking—hanimal!” said Gosling. 
   “Gug-gug!” came from the fog.  “Ooch! Mon Dieu!” 
   Mr. Quelch started. 
  “That is a human human voice ” he exclaimed, “It is Monsieur Charpentier!  It can be no one else! He is in some trouble—an accident of some kind— ”
He  “Mon Dieu! Oooch!  Ciel! Wooooch!”.
  “It’s that blooming —I mean blinking Froggy!” muttered Gosling, “I’m waiting for you, sir.” 
  “Monsieur Charpentier is in some trouble,” said Mr. Quelch. “ Perhaps he has fallen in the fog. We must find him.” 
  Grunt from Gosling. William Gosling was not a very obliging old gentleman, and he was not keen on rooting about in the fog for a “blinking Froggy.” But there was no help for it;  Mr. Quelch was not to be denied. 
  Gosling proceeded to grope in the direction of the weird sounds, flashing the light of his lantern before him, and the Remove master followed. 
  “Mooooh!” came a mumble from the mist. “Oooch! Mon Dieu! A moi!  A moi!”       Help!  Mon Dieu!” 
  “Monsieur Charpentier!” called out Mr. Quelch. 
  “Hein! Ow, ow! Oh! A moi!” Help! Mon Dieu!” 
  “It is Monsieur Charpentier.  ” said Mr. Quelch. “He appears to be hurt— some accident in the fog. How fortunate that we heard him, Gosling!” 
  Another grunt from Gosling. In Gosling’s lodge was bright, warm fire, and a glass of gin and water. Gosling was thinking of them with yearning.  He did not see anything at all fortunate in the present state of affairs. 
  “We must find him at once. Where are you, Monsieur Charpentier?” shouted the Remove master. 
  “Helas! Je suis ici!” came a muffled voice from the fog. 
  “Can’t make out what he says, sir,” grunted Gosling; “If he means us to find him I don’t see it, sir.’ 
  Monsieur Charpentier did not say ‘easy,’ Gosling, he  said ‘ici’ answered Mr. Quelch. 
  “That’s his blooming—I mean blinking—funny way of speaking, sir,” said Gosling. If he says easy he mast mean easy, I s’pose.” 
   “’Ici’ is a French word, meaning ‘here,’ Gosling.’’ 
   Grunt from Gosling. 
  “ Lots of blooming use saying ‘ here ‘—if he’s a-saying‘ here!’” he said.  “Where’s ‘here.’ I’d like to know, in this bloom—blinking fog?” 
  “Monsieur Charpentier!” called Mr. Quelch, 
  “Ici, mon ami!” came a gasping voice from invisibility. “Je suis ici!  Ici! On m’assome! Groooogh!” 
  “This way, Gosling!” 
  “I can’t see nothin, sir!  Wot I says is this ‘ere—”
  “We must be guided hy the sound of Monsieur Carpentier’s voice, Gosling.  Something must have happened to him.  
  “Wot I says—” 
   “He may be hurt, Gosling.” 
  Gosling hoped that he was. 
  He groped on in the fog, the lantern glimmering before him.  Gasping and gurgling sounds, mingled with wild ejaculations in French, helped to guide him. 
  “Venez: Je suis ici! Grooogh! Oh, ceil! Mon Dieu!” 
  “Why a cove can’t speak plain English, instead of that queer lingo, beats me!” growled Gosling. “Ow them blooming Froggies understand one another is a mystery to me. Wot I says is this ‘ere—” 
  “Monsieur Charpentier!” 
  “Ici! Grooogh!”
  Gosling plunged on. Suddenly, from the mist, a face emerged into the light of the lantern. 
  Gosling gave a howl of startled affright. 
  He had expected to see the French master. What he saw was a strange, horrid countenance, striped with purple, zebra-like in appearance. 
  “My eye!”  gasped Gosling. 
  The lantern dropped from the porter’s startled hand. 
  “Gosling! How can you be so clumsy?” excelaimed Mr. Quelch. 
  “It’s a blooming spook!” gasped Gosling. “It’s a ‘orrid spectre! Did you see it, sir? ‘Elp!” 
  “Gosling: Remain here—” 
  But Gosling did not remain.  He departed. One glimpse of that wild, weird face in the fog was enough for Gosling. Leaving his lantern on the ground, the Greyfriars porter plunged away through the mist towards his lodge. 
  “Gosling!” rapped out Mr. Quelch. 
  But answer there came none. Gosling was gone. 
  “Upon my word!” exclaimed Mr. Quelch impatiently. 
  He stooped and groped for the lantern. Fortunately, it was not extinguished by the fall. 
  The Remove master caught it up and flashed the light round him. 
“Monsieur Charpentier! Where are you? Why—w h a t—w h a t—what—” ejaculated Mr. Quclch, and he very nearly dropped the lantern, in his turn, as the strange, startling face dawned on him from the mist. 
  It was hard to believe that it was a human face. It was striped with purple, and a purple patch surrounded the gasping mouth; and the eyes glared wildly.  Mr. Quelch gazed at it in consternation.
   “Who—who—what ——”  he stuttered. 
  “Je suis ici——’’
  “Monsieur  Charpentier!”
  “Mais oui ! C‘est affreuse!” Regardez moi!” bleated Monsieur Charpentier. “I am attack in ze fog! I am knock over. I am hustle and bustle. 1 am drench vis somezing wet.  I am all confuse and choke. Somezing he go into my mouth, sair, somezing verree nasty. I am suffocate! I lose me ze breff! Groooogh!” 
  “Good heavcns!” gasped Mr. Quelch. He gazed at the French master of  Greyfriars in horror. 
  It was Monsieur Charpentier. The voice proclaimed that fact. But Mossoo’s nearest and dearest relative could never have recognised him otherwise. 
  Something, evidently, had happened to Monsieur Adolphe Charpentier. 
  “What—what——what—” ejaculated the Remove master. “ What— what— what has happened, Monsieur Charpentier?” 
  “Is it zat 1 know” groaned Mossoo.  “Je n’en sais rien! I valk viz myself to post one letter in ze boite, and when I have ze letter drop in zat boie I am seize—I am attack—I am renverse—vat you call chuck down. Somezing he is pour over ze face. Ho go In ze mouth. I am choke 
  “It is ink!” exclaimed Mr. Quelch. He approached the lantern nearer to the zebra-like countenance and scanned it. “It is ink—a purple ink—a marking-ink! An indelible ink!” 
  “Mon Dieu!” 
  “It is an outrage!” exclaimed Mr. Quelch.  “Who has done this, sir?” 
  “Je ne sais pas, moi!” gasped Mossoo. “I know nozzzings. I am seize in ze fog —I am attack—I am renverse—tout bouleverse. Helas!” 
  “Come with me, Monsieur Charpentier,” said Mr Quelch, taking the French gentleman’s arm. “I will guide you to the House. Some dastard—some wretch—some unmitigated rascal—has taken advantage of the fog to make this iniquitous attack on you. You may rely upon it that the dastardly wretch will be discovered and expelled from the school. Come with me!” 
  “Merci, Monsieur!  Zank you!” gasped Monsieur Charpentier “I 
understand nozzings of zis!  I see no vun! I hear no vun!  I drop z8 letter in ze boite and I am attack—l am chuck down—I am smother viz somezing nasty that go into ze nose and ze mouth—I am choke and suffocate—” 
  “Come!”
  Mr. Quelch led the French master away through the mist, holding up the lantern in the other hand.  Monsieur Charpentier tottered along by his side. He gurgled, and gasped, and spluttered as he went!  Purple ink streaked his countenance and drenched his hair and his collar and tie, but some of it had been taken internally. A stream of purple ink had gone into a wide-open mouth, and it was only too clear that it did not taste nice. 
  Mr. Quelch navigated the gasping, spluttering French gentleman to the House. Monsieur Charpentier tottered in, his remarkable appearance causing surprised exclamations to be uttered on all sides. 
  “Who—who—who’s that?” ejaculated WaIker of the Sixth. 
  “What the dickens—” exclaimed Loder. 
  “Mon Dieu! C’est moi—” 
  “It is Monsieur Charpentier!” said Mr. Quelch, with thunder in his brow. “He has been the victim of an outrage. Some person, or persons, attacked him in the fog and drenched him with ink, as you see—” 
  “My hat!” ejaculated Walker.  
  “Who—”
  “It is not known at present. Walker, Loder, inform the other prefects at once, and let a search be made for the authors of this detestable outrage. Let it be ascertained immediately what boys were out of the House!” 
  “Certainly, sir!” 
  “Come, Monsieur Charpentier!” 
  Mr. Quelch led the tottering French gentleman away. In about a minute more the news spread like wildfire through the House! A master—the French master—had been attacked by some person or persons unknown, drenched with purple ink. It was the sensation of the term at Greyfriars, In the history of the school no such outrage had over occurred before. It was the sack, short and sharp, for the delinquents when they were discovered, and all the prefects of the Sixth Form were engaged in the task of discovering them. And the question that was asked up and down Greyfriars was—who had done it? Who had waylaid, attacked, assaulted, and inked a member of the staff in the fog? But for the present, at least, there was no answer to be found to that question. 

                           THE FIFTH CHAPTER. 

                                       Awful! 

PETER TODD stepped quietly into Study No. 1, greeted by grim looks from the five juniors there. Hurrying feet passed the study— fellows were going down to see what the rumpus was about. Something had happened—all the House knew that; and Remove fellows were curious to know what it was. But Peter Todd and the Famous Five did not think of joining in the rush down the Remove staircase. ‘They were not curious to know more— they knew too much already. 
  Peter shut the door of the study and stared gloomily at the Famous Five. They stared back gloomily at him. 
  “This is a go!” said Peter. 
  “The go-fulness is terrific!” 
  “You born idiot!” said Bob Cherry. 
  “You benighted ass!”  said Johnny Bull. 
  “Oh, cheese it !“ said Peter. “Was it my fault?” 
  “Of course i was, you frabjous chump!” exclaimed Frank Nugent indignantly.  “You led us there to wait, for Walker——” 
  “And it wasn’t Walker!” groaned Bob Cherry. “‘Who the dickens was it? If it was a junior it wouldn’t matter. But he was too big for a junior, whoever he was. Might have been a Fifth Form man! That wouldn’t matter a lot. In fact if it was Coker, we needn’t mind.” 
  “He wasnt so big as Coker,” said Harry Wharton. “Of course, it may have been a Fifth Form man! I hope it was.”
  “No such luck!” said Nugent. “It was a Sixth Form man— and most likely a prefect. Trust Toddy for that!” 
  “Well, we meant it for a Sixth Form prefect!” said Toddy 
  “Yes, you ass—Walker! But—but suppose it was Wingate!” 
  Toddy gasped! Ragging and inking Walker woud have been serious enough; but if it turned out to be the captain of the school—” 
  “It ‘wasn’t Wingate,” said Harry Wharton. “Whoever the silly ass was, he wasn’t as hefty as Wingate! We should never have bowled over old Wingate so easily as all that!”
  “That’s so!” agreed Bob Cherry. “I—I say, it couldn’t have been a master, could it?’ 
  There was a silence of horror in the study for a moment or two at the suggestion. 
  “Nunno!” said Wharton at last. “Whoever he was, he wasn’t big enough to be a master!  I hardly think he could have been a Fifth Form man! He went over like a skittle when we collared him. Might only have been one of the Shell, after all.  ” 
  “It’s possible,” said Bob, in great relief. There was a brightening of faces in the study. If it was one of the Lower School who had been handled in mistake for Walker. the seriousness of the matter departed at once, 
 “But—” said Johnny Bull slowly. 
  “But what?”
  “I don’t think it was a Shell man. I didn’t see him, of course, any more than you did, but—he had a tail-coat on. I’m sure of that.” 
“Must have been a senior,” said Nugent. 
  “Anyhow, I’m sure it wasn’t Wingate or Gwynne,” said Harry. “Not hefty enough. And it can’t have been a master. Goodness knows who it was. If it was anybody important there will be a fearfulrow. Still, there would have been a fearful row if we’d got Walker.” 
  “That’s so,” said Bob. “But—” 
  “Can’t be helped now!”  said Nugent. “We’ve go to sit tight and keep our mouths shut. It will blow over.” 
  “We shall soon know who it was, anyhow,” said Peter Todd.  “There’s a row going on downstairs—the whole place seems to be in a buzz. Better wait here till we get the news.” 
  The juniors listened. Faintly from afar cane sounds that told of unusual perturbation in the House. The door of the study suddenly opened, and they started guiltily. Skinner of the Remove looked in. 
“You fellows know what’s on?” he asked. 
“is anything on?” asked Bob Cherry with elaborate carelessness. 
“Yes, rather! Something jolly unusual. I’m going down to see,” said Skinner. “Somebody’s called out that a master has been attacked by somebody!” 
  Skinner departed—the last of the Remove, excepting the guilty six, to hurry down the Remove staircase. 
  The six gazed at one another. 
 “A—a—a master!”  murmured Nugent. 
  “Not—not-—not Quelchy, surely!” stammered Bob. 
  “Quelchy!” gasped Wharton. 
  “Well, Quelchy was gone out. If—if he had come in,  and—and we got him in the fog—” 
  “Don’t!” gasped Peter Todd.
  The bare idea that the victim might have been their own form master was absolutely horrifying. 
   “It wasn’t Quelch!”  Wharton recovered himself. “I’n sure it wasn’t Quelch! Not so tall as Quelch! I’m sure of it!” 
  “The surefulness is terrific!” said Hurree Jamset Ran Singh. “It was not the esteemed and absurd Quelch.” 
  “I—I wish I knew who it was,” groaned Bob Cherry. “I say, perhaps we’d better go down and find out. The suspense is killing me, as the man said when he was hanged.” 
  “Here comes somebody!” 
  There was a footstep outside the study, and the door opened.  It was Billy Bunter who blinked in.. 
  Bunter’s fat face was full of excitement. He had even forgotten the remaining twinges of the “six” he had had from Walker. 
  “I say. you fellows—” he gasped. 
  “Anything up?” asked Wharton. 
  Bunter chuckled. 
  “I should jolly well say so! I say, the House is fairly humming with it!” he gasped. “It’s the sack for them, of course!” 
  “For whom, fathead ?“ 
 “The fellows who did it.” 
  “Did what, image?” 
 “Assaulted and battered him, you know——” 
  “Whom?” shrieked Bob Cherry. 
  “Oh, really, Cherry—” 
  Wharton gave Bob a warning glance. It was on Bunter’s account that the whole trouble had been incurred. But Bunter was the very last fellow at Greyfriars to be entrusted with the secret.  A secret entrusted to William George Bunter might just as well have been proclaimed from the housetops. 
  “Somebody assaulted and battered?’ asked the captain of the Remove, as carelessly as he could. 
  “Yes, rather!” chucklcd Bunter. “From what I hear, he was collared in the fog, and bumped over, and drenched with ink. He, he, he!” 
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“Who was it?” 
  “Mossoo—” 
  “WHAT!”
  “Mossoo Charpentier!” said Bunter, blinking at the horrified juniors. ‘That little French ass, you know! Can’t say I’m sorry. He rags me a lot in the French class, making out that I don’t get the right accent. My accent’s better than his, and chance it. I say, Quelchy picked him up in the quad and carried him in—” 
  “Carried him in?” 
And  “Yes. He was fearfully injured—” 
  “Injured!” gasped Wharton. 
  “Streaming with blood—” 
  “Wha-a-at?” 
  “Frightfully knocked about,” said Bunter “Attacked, from what I hear, in the most brutal way—” 
 “You fat idiot!” 
  “Oh, really, Wharton—” 
 “Have you seen him!” roared Bob Cherry. 
  “I haven’t exactly seen him, but you can take it from me that he’s fearfully injured. Jaw broken—” 
  “What?”
  “Both eyes blacked—one of them, I think, knocked right out—” 
  “You—you—you—” 
  “Streaming with blood when Quelchy picked him up!” said Bunter. “Quelchy had to carry him in. as I understand that his legs were broken——” 
  “His—his legs broken!” 
  “In several placcs,” said Bunter. “He’s lying now in his room—dying, I think.  Practically breathing his last! Awful, ain’t?”
  The juniors gazed at Bunter. The awful discovery that it was Monsieur Charpentier whom they had ragged and inked, in mistake for Walker, was bad enough, without the thrilling details added by Bunter. And it was all Bunter’s fault, too. For a moment there was silence. Bob Cherry broke it. 
  “Bump him!” he said. 
  “I—I say, you fellows——” 
  Bunter dodged—too late! Six pairs of hands descended on him. 
 “Yarooogh! Leggo! Wharrer you up to? Yooooop!” roared Bunter, as he smote the floor of Study No. 1 with his fat person. 
  “Whooo-hooooop!” 
  “Kick him out!”
  “Yow-ow-ow-ow-woooooop!” 
  Billy Bunter hardly knew how he got out of study No. 1. The door slammed after him. 
  Then Harry Wharton & Co. gazed at one another.. 
  “So it was Mossoo!” said Harry, with a deep breath. 
  “Poor old Mossoo!” 
  “You idiot, Toddy!”
  “You dangerous lunatic, Toddy!” 
  “You terrific and preposterous ass, Toddy!” 
  “Chuck it,” said Peter acidly. “It can’t he helped now.  There’ll be a frightful row; but, after all, nobody knows we had a hand in it. Mum’s the word!” 
  “Poor old Mossoo!” said Bob dismally. “Why, we all like Mossoo.  I wouldn’t hurt Mossoo for a term’s pocket-monev. Poor old Froggy!”
  “You frabjous chump, Toddy !” 
 “What the thump did he want to go out in the fog for to post a letter, when we were expecting Walker?” demanded Peter. “It was really his own fault.” 
  “You footling ass’ 
  “Well, it was you fellows collared him,” said Peter. “I only inked him. Anyhow, it can’t be helped now. Keep it dark.” 
 “The mumfulness of the esteemed word is terrific!” 
 “Not a syllable to a soul!” said Johnny Bull. 
  “Not a whisper!” said Wharton. “It may blow over. If—if anything comes out we’re fairly in the soup! If we’re nailed, it won’t be much good explaining that we intended it for Walker, a Sixth Form prefect! Mum’s the word.” 
 And the juniors left the study, at last, and went downstairs, where they heard, with appropriate expressions of surprise of the extraordinary occurrence in. the foggy quad. 
 The whole House was humming with the sensation. Every fellow was asked a dozen times whether he knew anything about it. No fellow admitted that he knew anything. The prefects had made prompt inquiry; but, so far as they could ascertain, no fellow had been out of the House. It was known that the Head was going to investigate the matter, and the investigation was certain to be deep and searching. 
  Had Walker,
has as intended, been the victim of the rag, there would have been excitement and inquiry, but nothing like this. Assault on a master was unheard of, unprecedented, unparalleled — a thing that could iaot possibly be suffered to rest. A rag on a prefect was serious, but compared with an attack on a master it was moonlight unto sunlight, as water unto wine. Six fellows in the Remove hugged the dread secret to themselves, and whispered no word. 
So far, there was no suspicion. No man in the Remove suspected that six members of that Form were so seriously in the soup. And the unhappy half-dozen could only hope for the best.
                             THE SIXTH CHAPTER. 

                                      A Deep Mystery! 
“BLESS my soul!” 
  Dr. Locke spoke quite faintly. 
  He was horrified. 
  Never in all his expcrience as a schoolmaster had there been such an occurrence. 
  He gazed at Monsieur Charpentier. 
  The little French gentleman had been busy with soap and hot water, and removcd, so far  as was practicable, the purple ink with which he had been so recklessly and liberally decorated. But that marking ink was advertised as indelible, and, unlike most advertised articles it lived up to its advertised reputation. 
  Much of it was gone; but much remained. There were purple streaks on the countenance of Monsieur Charpentier which soap and hot water, rubbing and scrubbing, had not been able to eradicate. No doubt they would wear off in time. In a few days, perhaps, Mossoo would present his normal and accustomed appearance. During those few days, however, Mossoo was likely to wear a remarkable aspect, with a complexion that was bound to strike the eye of the most casual observer. 
  Dr. Locke gazed at him. Mossoo was a good-looking little gentleman, very dapper And rather dandied. He had a belief that wherever he went he was likely to receive a second glance. Now he was pretty certain to receive a third and a fourth. He had a weirdly mottled look.  “It is incredible!” said the Head. “A master, a member of my staff attacked —assaulted!” It is unthinkable!” 
  “Mais c’est vrai!” said Monsieur Charpentier. “Zis zing he happen, sir. He is unthinkable, but be come to pes viz himself.” 
  “There shall be the strictest investigation.” said the Head. “The offenders shall, of course, be expelled from the school. There can be no question about that.” 
  Wrath gathered on the Head’s brow. 
 “C’est affreuse,” said Monsieur Charpentier. “C’est une chose affreuse—one frightful zing, monsieur! i am attack— I am ink—” 
  “Who were the offenders?” 
  “Moi, je ne sais pas!” 
  “You do not know, monsieur?” 
  “Non! Je n’en sais rien! In zat fearful fog I see nozzing. I slip one letter in ze boite, and zen I am seize—I am assomne—I am attack in ze fog.  I see nozzings! De

 tout! Nozzings !“ 
 “No doubt the perpetrators of this unspeakable outrage deliberately took advantage of the fog to attack you with impunity.” said the Head. 
 “Sans doute, monsleur.” 
 “More than one person, I presume?” 
 “Mais oui! Quatre ou cing ou six on sept—-four or five or six or seven, sair—I know not! I am seize on all sides by one crowd. Zey rush on me in ze fog and seize me.” 
  “I am utterly amazed.” said the Head, in perplexity. “That one such ruffian might be found at Greyfriars is possible, but that half a dozen hooligans of this kind exist in the school is almost incredible. You are surc, Monsieur Charpentier, that more than one or two persons seized you “ 
  “Mais certainement, monsieur!” The little gentleman sat more erect. “One. two person, and I am equal to zem! I am not infant: I am strong man! One, two—and I chase zem away! Six au moins—at least six of zem!” 
The Head suppressed a smile. 
  Little Mosoo was not, as a matter of fact, an athlete. There were plentv of 
fellows in the Fifth Form who could have handled him easily. Indeed, there were Shell fellows who could have put paid to Mossoo singlehanded. Half a dozen fellows certainly had not been required to put Mossoo through that painful experience. 
  “We must ascertain the exact facts, so far as possible, monsieur.” said the Head. “The precise number of your assailants is important.” 
  “Sans doute! Five or six at ze verree least.” 
  “Did they all seize you at once?” 
 “Oui, sair!” All at vunce. Zey rush on me and I am seize, overturn, bump on ze ground! Five or six pairs of ze hands!” 
  “You saw nothing of the ruffians?  ” 
  “Nozzings! Ze fog he is so zick, and I am taken so mooch by ze surprise. H8 all happen so quick I see nozzing, I know nozzing.” 
 “But you must have discerned whether your assailants were seniors or juniors.” said thc Head. 
  Monsieur Charpentier reflected; but he shook his head. 
  “Je n’en sais rien,” he answered. “I cannot say, sair. I zink zey must have been seniors, sair, for because it is impossible zat ze enfant,s—ze smaller boys— handle me lik zat” 
  “If there were half a dozen of them, sir, they would probably have had no difficulty!” said the Head. “Did you hear their voices? Did they speak?’ 
  “Pas un mot. Not vun word!” said Monsieur Charpentier. “Zey say nozzIngs. Zere is no sound !“ 
  The Head wrinkled his brows in perplexity. He glanced at Mr. Quelch, who had accompanied the French master to his study. But Mr. Quelch could only shake his head. He was quite unable to throw any light on this most mysterious affair. 
  “You saw nothing of Monsieur Charpentier’s assailants when you found him in the quad, my dear Quelch?” asked the Head. 
  “Nothing, sir,” 
  “And heard—” 
  “Nothing.” 
  “It is most perplexing.” said Dr. Locke. 
  “Extremely so, sir,” said the Remove master.  “So far as can be ascertained, all the boys were within the House. There is no doubt, of course, that some must have left the House surreptitiously. But there is, as yet, no clue to their identity.” 
  “You have no idea?” 
  “None, sir, except that I feel assured that no member of my Form was concerned in this outrae. That appears to me beyond doubt!” said the Remove master. 
  The Head made no comment upon that. He had no doubt that every other Form master in the school would express precisely that view. 
  “Are you aware, Monsieur Charpentier, of any boys, in any Form, who have any personal dislike towards you?” 
  Mossoo shook his head. 
  “Mais non, sair! Zat is impossible. Some of ze boys are troublesome sometimes in ze French set. Sometimes I punish zem. Pas beaucoup. But I do not zink any garcon he dislike me.” 
  “It is obvious, monsieur, that what has happened is an act of malice, indeed of vengeance,” said the head.  " Such a barbarous asault could not have been carried out without, a motive.” 
  “It is true,” said Mossoo, in great distress. “Somevun he vish to make me vat you call sit down—non, vat you call sit up. Oui. zat must be so. 
I cannot zink zat any garcon can be my enemy. Non1non !“ 
Again the Head made no comment. He had not been a schoolmaster so long, without becoming aware that many a master fancied himself popular, when, in point of fact, his class felt a powerful desire to lynch him. 
  Indeed, the facts of the case seemed to admit of no doubt. 
If half a dozen fellows set on a master in the fog and ragged him mercilesaJy, it ws a proof that he had half a dozen enemies in the school. No master was likely to admit that any boys could possibly dislike him to such an extent. But facts were facts. 
  “Obviously an act of vengeance,” said the Head. 
  “Mais——” said Monsieur Charpentier feebly. 
 “There can be no doubt of it,” said the Head. “We must proceed upon that line of investigation. Have you had occasion to punish any boy of late Monsieur Charpentier, with unusual severity?”
  Mossoo shook his head.
  “Pas du tout! i give out ze lines; but ze cane I never use him,” he said. “Zere is nozzing but lines. Je ne comprends pas?” 
  “It is difficult to imagine even a lawless and ruffianly boy taking such a revenge for a mere imposition,” said the Head. “Yet we cannot lose sight of the fact, sir, that the assault has actually happened.” 
 “C-est vrai. Zere is do doubt about zat,” agreed Mossoo. 
  “Have you had any special trouble with any boy? Has any boy uttered anything in the nature of a threat?  ”
 “Zere is sat Cokair—” 
 “Coker! Coker of the Fifth Form  ?” 
 “Oui, sair. But I am assure zat Cokair he never do zis. He is one fool, but he is not bad boy. He is verree stupid, but he is bon garcon. Hier, yesterday, he say in ze class zat he fed-up.” 
  “A most improper remark for any boy to make to a master.” said the
 Head, frowning. “Did you punish Coker for that remark? ”
“I lose me ze temper one leetle,” said Monsieur Charpentier. “I say to him zat if he chcek me, 1 report him to ze headmaster. I give him two hundred lines. Voila tout—Zat is all.” 
“Coker of the Fifth Form is a very thoughtless and headstrong boy sir,’ said Mr. Quelch. “He is in constant trouble with his own Form master, Mr. P rout.” 
“But a mere warning that he might be reported to his headmaster, scarcely furnishes a motive for this brutal assault.” said Dr. Locke. “Is there any other boy, Monsieur Charpentier, whom you could possibly suspect of harbouring revengeful designs towards you?” 
  “Non. I sink of no one.’ 
  The Head paused. 
  “Was anyone aware that you were about to go out to the letter-box to post a letter, Monsieur Charpentier?” asked Mr. Quelch. 
  “I zink not, sir. I tell no vun. I zink at first I not go; it is so foggy. Zen I zink I go, and I go viz myself. But I say nozzing to anyvun.” 
  “Apparently you were seen leaving the house, and followed!” said the  Head. “You saw no one follow you ?” 
  “No vun sair.” 
  “It is most mysterious,” said the Head. “However, the matter shall be sifted to the very bottom, and, undoubtedly the delinquents will be discovered. Such an act as this must he visited with the most condign punishment. There will he an end of all discipline in the school otherwise. An attack upon a master has never occurred before, and shall certainly never occur again.” 
 Monsieur Charpentier left the study, leaving the Head in consultation with Mr. Quelch. 
  “Obviously,” said the Head, when the French master was gone, Monsieur Charpentier has made himself unpopular with some section of the boys and this outrage is the result.” 
  “It would certainly appear so” assented Mr. Quelch. 
  “lt is not uncommon for a master to flatter himself that he has no enemies, when the reverse is the case.” 
  “Not at all.” 
  “Obviously, that is the line that the investigation must foIlow.” said the .Head thoughtfully.
  “Obviously.” 
  “A number of boys—three or four, perhaps— have taken this lawless method of retaliation for some fancied grievance.” 
  “That is clear.” 
  “And the Form master concerned will no doubt succeed in discovering the delinquent in a very short time,’ said the Head. 
  “Probably in a few hours, or less.” said Mr. Qucich 
  “Each master will question his own Form on the subject, and pursue the inquiry until a discovery is made. added Dr. Locke. “All that is necessary is to trace certain boys who have entertained revengeful designs towards the French master.” 
  “That is all.” assented Mr. Quelch. 
  The investigation into the mysterious outrage, therefore, followed the line indicated by the headmaster, though, as it happened, that line of inquiry was likely to lead anywhere but to the cutprits. Harry Wharton & Co. were well known to like Mossoo personally, and never to have failed in respect towards the French gentleman. So the line of inquiry, sedulously followed by the whole staff, was certainly not likely to lead to the Famous Five. 
     
                 
                       THE SEVENTH CHAPTER. 

                      The Clue of the Purple Stain! 

POTTER of the Fifth gazed at Coker, of that Form, with a strange, fascinated gaze. Greene of the Fifth did the same. 
  Coker had just come into his study. 
  Potter and Greene had been engaged m prep; a little matter that Coker had had no time for, being otherwise engaged. But they suspended prep as Coker came in with his heavy tread. 
  They gazed at Coker. 
  They gazed at him in a really extraordinary way.  Something about Coker seemed to draw their fixed attention. It was as if Coker had suddenly cast a spell on his two study mates. 
  Horace Coker threw himself into a chair. Potter and Greene still gazed at him, their eyes glued on Coker. They hardly breathed. Once, for a second, they exchanged a startled glance. Then they gazed at Coker again, 
  Coker noticed it, but without giving it any special attention. Coker being the great man he was, it was natural that his study mates should sit up and take notice when he came into the study. Besides, Coker was thinking. This unusual proceeding on the part of Coker brought a deep wrinkle into his rugged brow, and prevented him from heeding the strange, startled, faacinated stare of Potter and Greene. 
  “Nothings come out, so far’ said Coker. 
  “Eh?” 
  “About Froggy, I mean.” 
  “Froggy?” repeated Potter. 
  “I suppose you fellows have heard,” said Coker.  “Mossoo was ragged in the quad a couple of hours ago. Some fellows bagged him in the fog and ragged him and smothered him with purple ink.” 
  “We—we’ve heard.” stammered Greene. 
  “Pi-pip-purple ink.” murmured Potter. 
  And Potter end Green stared harder than ever at Coker. On one of Coker’s large hands was a deep stain of purple ink. On his shirt-cuff was a larger and deeper stain. On several other parts of Coker were stains of purple ink. Coker himself did not seem to have observed them. But Potter and Greene observed them with horror. 
  “All the masters are on the warpath,” said Coker “Every beak is rooting through his own Form for the raggers. Of course, they won’t find them.” 
  “You—you think not?” asked Potter, gazing at the purple stain on Horace Coker. 
  “I don’t think—I know. A matter like this requires brains,” explained Coker. “Well, what brains have they got?  Practically none.” 
  “But—” gasped Greene. 
  “They won’t find the man or men,” said Coker. “Mossoo thinks he was bagged by a mob. You see, that little bounder thinks he’s no end of a sportsman in a scrap. But he isn’t. Why I could handle him with one hand.” 
Potter and Greene did not speak. They only gazed at Coker. 
  “Either of you men could handle him,” said Coker, “Hobson of the Shell could knock him out. There’s kids in the Fourth and the Remove who could do it. I believe Mossoo’s got no end of pluck. But there isn’t much of him, you see. My idea is that he fancied that mob. More than likely it was one fellow bowled him over.” 
  “One fellow!” gasped Potter. 
  “And they’ll never find him.” said Coker. “They haven’t the brains. The prefects won’t find him, either. What brains have they got? Put all the Sixth Form prefects together in a bunch, and what does their intellect amount to? You could put the lot in a thimble. I don’t think much of the Sixth, as I’ve said before.” 
  Coker shook his head 
    Long ago it had been borne in on Coker’s mind that he was the only fellow at Greyfriars with anything to speak of in the way of intellect.  He had never seen any reason to change that opinion. 
 “If the Head would make a fellow like me a prefect!” said Coker. “But he won’t! I fancy I could put my finger on the man who handled Mossoo.” 
  “You—you—you could!” stuttered Potter. 
  “You!” breathed Greene. 
  For once Potter and Greene had no doubt of Coker’s ability to do as he stated. Those tell-tale signs of purple ink on Coker proved it, to their minds. 
  “Little me!” said Coker. “Why, look at the thing, as it stands! Purple ink was swamped all over Froggy! Now, is a fellow going to handle purple ink in a rag without  getting some on himself ? What?” 
 “No!” gasped Potter. 
  “Not likely!” stuttered  Greene. 
  “I’ve read a lot of detective stuff, as you know.  ” said Coker. “I’ve often thought I should make a good detective. What does it need? Keen intellect, an observant eye,  cool, clear-headed common sense, rapid judgment, unfailing penetration—well, that‘s me all over, I don’t brag of it, you know. It happens to be like that, that’s all.” 
  Coker paused thoughtfully. 
 “On my system,” continued Coker, they wouldn’t wander about asking fellows questions. What’s the good? Is any fellow going to own up that he’s done a thing he s certain to be sacked for? Not much! My system would be to look for a clue. That’s the proper detective style. ‘The Clue of the Purple Stain ‘—see? Sounds like Edgar Wallace, doesn’t it?” 
  Potter and Greene, gazing at the clues of the purple stains on Coker, made no remark. 
  “If the Head left the matter to me—” said Cokcr. 
  Coker shook his head again. Coker had once gone to the length of actually suggesting to the Head that he should be made a prefect. For reasons unknown to Coker, the Head had not discerned in him the qualities necessary to the office. Coker was not really surprised for, as he often remarked, he did not expect much sense from a schoolmaster. 
  “Well, let ‘em go on rooting.  ” said Coker. “After they’ve failed to find anything out, I may have something to tell them,” 
  “You “ murmured Potter. 
  “Yes. The fact is, I know more about the matter, I fancy, than anybody else at Greyfriars,” said Coker. 
  “For goodness’ sake, don’t say so out side this study!” gasped Potter. 
  “Eh, why not?” 
First his first “Why not?” repeated Potter, aghast. “Don’t you know that it’s the sack ?“ 
  “The sack?” Coker stared at him. 
  “What on earth made you do it, Coker?” gasped Greene. “Were you right off your rocker?” 
  Coker transferred his stare to William Greene. 
 “We’ll keep it dark, of course,” said Greene. “We’re not going to give you away, Coker. But for your own sake, keep your mouth shut.” 
  “What the merry thump are you burbling about, Greene?” 
  “And get a wash, quick.” said Potter. 
  “A—a—a wash?” repeated Coker. 
  “You’ll be spotted; it’s a wonder you haven’t been spotted already. But I suppose nobody thought of a senior being mixed up in it.” 
  “Blessed if I can make you out!” said Coker in bewilderment. “What are you silly asses driving at?” 
  “You must have been potty— actually potty.  ” said Greene. “What had Mossoo done to you, anyhow? ” 
  “Mum-mum-Mossoo? ”
  “You rag him a lot in the French class,” said Potter. “He threatened to report you to the Head yesterday, 1 remember. But—” French
  “He was cheeky” said Coker, frowning. “I don’t like cheek, especially from a French master. I find it hard enough to stand cheek from Prout, and I’m not taking any from Mossoo. I’m jolly well ready to tell him so,  any time !“ 
  “Look here, Coker—”
  “The fact is, I had a jolly strong temptation to pick him up yesterday and chuck him across the room.  ” said Coker. “It would have served him right. You know how Prout makes out that I can’t spell. Well, Mossoo was making out precisely the same thing. Actually told me that there wasn’t a ’k’ in the word ‘lyrique.’ What do you think of a man undertaking to teach French without knowing how to spell his own language? What?” 
  There was a heavy tread in the Fifth Form passage outside. It was a ponderous tread, that could have proceeded only from Mr. Prout, the master of the Fifth, or from the huge, earthshaking beast mentioned by Macaulay in the ‘Lays of Ancient Rome.’ Evidently Mr. Prout was coming to the study. 
  Potter and Greene jumped up in alarm. Coker showed no sign of alarm. But his study mates were scared. 
  “Put your hands behind you, quick!” panted Greene. 
  “Eh, why?” 
 “If Prout sees them—” 
  “Why shouldn’t he?” 
  “Oh dear—” 
  “Too late!” gasped Greene. 
  There was a tap at the door; Prout always tapped at a man’s door before he rolled in. Then it opened. 
  The three Fifth-Formers stood to respectful attention as their Form master entered. Potter and Greene could hardly conceal their uneasiness; but Coker was quite calm, only a little surprised by the strange and unaccountable conduct of his study mates. 
  “G-g-good-evening, sir!” stammered Potter. 
  Prout bestowed a gracious nod. 
  Then his eyes fixed somewhat sternly on Coker. That was not unusual. Coker often had stern looks from his Form master. Coker’s conviction that he knew most things better than Prout often led to trouble. 
  “I have come here!” said Mr. Prout in his deep, fruity voice  “to speak to you, Coker. 
  “ Here, sir!”  said Coker, with calmness. 
  “An outrage, an unparalleled outrage, has recently been perpetrated within the walls of Greyfriars.”
  “I know, sir.” 
  “Dr. Locke has requested me to examine the boys of my Form on the subject.” 
  “What rot, sir!” 
  “Wha-a-at?” 
  “Fifth Form men are above suspicion in such a matter, sir,” said Coker firmly. “It’s rot to suppose that a Fifth Form man would rag a master.” 
  “You express yourself in a manner to which I must take exception, Coker,” said Prout in his ponderous way. “Nevertheless, your sentiments approximate to my own, I cannot credit for one moment that any member of the Fifth Form can have any guilty knowledge of this deplorable occur rence.” 
  “Oh, quite, sir,” murmured Potter. 
  “Notwithstanding my persuasion of this” pursued Mr. Prout, who nevcr used a monosyllabic if a polysyllable would do, “I am constrained to investigate this lamentable affair, as requested by the headmaster. I address myself more particularly to you, Coker.” 
  “To me, sir?” said Coker. 
  “To you! It transpires that you uttered certain impertinent remarks to Monsiour Charpentier in the French class, and that he had occasion to menace you with a report to the Head.” 
  Coker smiled. 
 “I remember, sir!  Of course, it was only gas!” 
  “It was—was what?” 
  “I mean, there was nothing in it, sir. Mossoo had made a rather silly mistake in spelling, and he was rather waxy at my not agreeing. That’s all, sir.” 
  Prout fixed his eyes on Coker. 
  “You are a very obtuse boy, Coker! You are a very reckless and unthinking boy! If any member of my Form is capable of committing a senseless prank you are that member.  I am here, Coker, to ask you definitely whether you know anything of this deplorable episode. In a word, did you or did you not share in the attack on Monsieur Charpentier ? ” 
  Coker jumped. 
  “I, sir !” he stuttered. 
  Potter and Greene exchanged a hopeless look. 
  Mr. Prout’s  gaze had fixed, suddenly, on Coker’s shirt-cuff. 
  It was, indeed, rather surprising that he had not noticed those tell-tale purple stains before. Now he had noticed them. 
  Thunder gathered on the majestic brow of Prout. 
  “Coker!” he gasped. 
  “Really, sir—”
  “You!” thundered Mr. Prout. 
  “I don’t understand—”
  “No prevarication, sir !” boomed Prout. “Follow me! Follow me immediately to your headmaster.” 
  “Certainly, sir, if you like,” said Coker. “I don’t mind! In fact, I should like to see the Head—I fancy I know more about what’s happened than any other fellow at Greyfriars—” 
  “I have no doubt you do!” boomed Prout.  “The evidence of my own eyes convince me that you do.  Follow me!” 
  Prout rolled from the study. Coker followed him. Potter and Greene looked at one another. 
 “It’s the sack!” said Potter. 
  “No doubt about that!” agreed Greene. “What on earth could have made Coker do it?” 
  “What on earth makes Coker do anything?” asked Potter. “Is there ever any sense in anything he does?” 
  “Well, nor” admitted Greene. “But this is the jolly old limit! A Fifth 
Form man ragging and inking a master!” 
  “He’s asked for it,.” said Potter. “It’s good-bye to Coker. Let’s go and tell the fellows.” 
  And Potter and Greene went to top to tell the fellows. Long before Coker of the Fifth arrived at the Head’s study, all Greyfriars knew that the perpetrator of the mysterious outrage had been discovered. 

                   THE EIGHTH CHAPTER, 

                             Startling News! 

Billy Bunter fairly shrieked. 
The  Bunter inserted his fat face and big spectacles into the doorway of Study No. 1, blazing with excitement. 
  “I—I—I say—” shrieked Bunter. 
  Wharton and Nugent were at prep in Study No. 1. They were not, however, giving a lot of attention to prep.  There were other matters on their minds; pressing and worrying matters, So far, the inquiry into the mysterious outrage in the quad had not arrived anywhere near the six who were so nearly in the soup. But no member of the hapless half-dozcn could feel easy in his mind in the present state of affairs. 
  “Oh, buzz off, Bunter!” growled the captain of the Remove. 
  Bunter was not persona grata in Study No. 1 just then. Bunter was the root of the whole trouble. Had Bunter taken his licking without making such a fuss, the heroes of the Remove would not have sought to avenge him on James Walker, and that deplorable mistake in the fog would never have happened. 
  “Get out, fatty!” snapped Nugent. “I jolly well wish Walker had given you a dozen instead of six!” 
  “I say, you fellows, ” howled Bunter, “they’ve got him!” 
  “What—what—” 
  “Coker!”  yelled Bunter. 
  “Coker! Who’s going to bother about Coker?” growled Wharton. “Coker can go and eat coke!” 
  “It’s come out!” roared Bunter. 
   “What’s come out, fathead?” you’re you’re your your
  “Coker did it!” 
  “What on earth has Coker done now?” asked Wharton, faintly interested at last. “He’s always doing something fatheaded. Who is it this time?” 
  “He ragged Mossoo—” 
  “What? ” 
  “And inked him—” 
  “Eh? ”
  “And Prout’s found him out!” gasped Bunter.  “Fancy it being Coker all the time!  Nobody suspected that it was a Fifth Form man!  But Prout found him out some how.  They’ve got him.” 
  Wharton and Nugent leaped to their feet.  They stared at the Owl of the Remove in utter consternation.
  “They—they—they think it was Coker!” babbled Nugent.
  “Oh, crikey!” gasped Wharton.
  “They know it was, and they’ve  jolly well got him!” grinned Bunter.  “Coker had a row in class with Mossoo yesterday, I hear, and Mossoo threatened to report him to the Head.  That’s why he did it!”
  “Oh crumbs!” he
  “The Fifth are fairly buzzing with it!  I say, you fellows, I saw Coker being taken to the Head’s study.  Prout was taking him.  He looked as black as thunder—”
  “Coker did?”
  “No; Coker. ”
  “My only aunt Sempronia!” groaned Nugent.  “Who’d have expected this?”  
  “I heard a fellow say he’s got ink splashed over him in a dozen places, ” said Bunter.  “Must have splashed himself, you know, when he was dousing Mossoo with it.  Awful ass not to wash it off afterwards.  But I suppose he never noticed it—Coker never sees anything! I dare say that’s how they found him out.” 
  “Found him out!” repeated Wharton blankly. 
  “Yes; he’s gone to the Head to be sacked—” 
  “Sacked!” gasped the captain of the Remove. 
  “Of course. Think they’d let off a fellow who ragged a master like that? Of course they wouldn’t.  It’s bunking for Coker.” 
  “But—but—but he never did it!” shrieked Nugent. 
  Bunter blinked at him through his big spectacles. 
  “Eh! Of course he did it! He’s found out——” 
  “That ass Prout—” groaned Wharton. 
  “I say, you fellows, you needn’t worry about Coker. ” said Bunter. “Of course, he’s a silly ass: but he was rather a brute to rag Mossoo like that! I said all along that the fellows who handled Mossoo must have been beasts—” 
  “You fat idiot ‘‘ 
  “Awful rotters, you know!” said Bunter, shaking his head. “Absolutely outside cads, in my opinion!”   
  “You burbling bandersnatch—” 
  “Oh, really, Wharton—” 
  “Look here, is it true that they’ve got Coker, and think that he did it?” demanded the captain of the Remove. 
  “Haven’t I just told you so? I saw him being taken to the Head to be sacked! Serve him right! Handling Mossoo like that was rotten—” 
  “Oh, shut up!” 
  “Mean——”
  “Get out” 
  “Blackguardly—” 
  Wharton picked up the inkpot from the table; and William George Bunter hastily retired, to spread his startling news along the Remove passage. 
  Prep was going on in the Remove studies. But not much attention was given to prep when the news spread. The whole Form buzzed with excitement at the tidings that the unknown, mysterious ragger had been caught. 
  Wharton and Nugent looked at another in something like horror. 
  “Who’d have thought it ?” gasped Wharton at last. 
  “That idiot Coker! He was hound to butt in somehow! Fancy his being ass enough to get himself suspected!” 
  “Isn’t he ass enough for anything?  But—but-—but they can’t sack him when he never did it!” he
 “If—if they do—” 
  “Oh crumbs! If—if they do we shall have to own up!”
  “Oh dear!” 
  There were footsteps in the Remove passage. Bob Cherry and Johnny Bull, Hurree Singh, and Peter Todd came into the study. Their faces wore looks of utter dismay. 
  “You you’ve heard——” stammered Bob. 
  “Yes.” 
  “What on earth is going to happen now?” asked Johnny Bull. 
  “Goodness knows!” he 
  “The knowfulness is not terrific ” remarked Hurree Jamset Ram Singh.  “But it seems to me that all the esteemed fatfulness in the absurd fire!” 
  The juniors looked at one another in doubt and dismay, Hitherto it had seemed only necessary to keep the secret closely. It had never even occurred to them that suspicion might fall upon an innocent person. There was no reason why it should; for if there was no clue to the guilty parties, how could there be a clue to parties who were not guilty? 
  But now— 
  The six in the secret were in a most uncomfortable position. Suspicion, for some inexplicable reason, had fallen on Coker of the Fifth! He had been taken before the Head!  If he was adjudged guilty, he would be sacked. There was no doubt about that.  And if it came to that pass, the six had to speak out. There was no doubt of that either. No fellow with a rag of honour could keep silent, and let another fellow be punished in his place. 
  “Oh crikey!” said Peter Todd, at last. “We’re in the soup this time, and no jolly old mistake.” 
  “And you put us there, you crass ass!” growled Johnny Bull. 
  “Look here—” 
  “Let’s go down,” said Harry. “It mayn’t be as bad as it looks, even if they suspect Coker, they can’t prove that he did something he never did do.” 
  “You never can tell,” said Bol, gloomily. “You see, in a case like this, they’re simply bound to get somebody. And that idiot Coker has done something to make them suspect him. I’ve heard that he had a row with Mossoo yesterday—Coker’s always in some shindy or other. That may have done it. If—if—if he gets bunked—”
  “We couldn’t let it go to that.” 
  “No fear;  but—but—” 
  “But the bunkfuless of our esteemed selves would not be a boonful blessing,” said Hurree Singh ruefully. 
  “If I’m bunked,” said Johnny Bull grimly, “I’ll jolly well mop up Greyfriars with that idiot Toddy before I go.” 
  “Look here—” 
  “Oh, let’s go down. ” said Wharton. “For goodness’ sake, let’s get the latest news, anyhow.” 
  The worried half dozen left the study and went down. They found the stair crowded with Remove men. 
  At the foot of the staircase appeared the tall, angular form of Mr. Quelch. Ho was frowning up at the juniors.
  “What does this mean?’ demanded the Remove master. “Why have you boys left your preparation?” 
  “We—we’ve heard that they’ve found the fellow who ragged Mossoo, sir.” said Skinner. “Is it true, sir ? ” 
 “That is no reason why you should leave your preparation, Skinner!” said Mr. Quelch. “But it certainly is true that a boy of the Fifth Form has been taken before the Head for inquiry.’ 
  “Coker, sir?” asked Snoop. 
  “Yes, Coker! Now go back to your studies.” 
  “I say, you fellows he had a spot of the ink on his nose—” 
  “Silence! Go back to preparation at once. ” 
 There was no gainaying Mr. Quelch. The Remove trooped back to their own quarters. But there was little more prep done in the Remove studies. The passage was in a buzz from end to end, with discussion of the latest excitement, and surmises as to Coker’s probable fate. Billy Bunter declared that he had suspected Coker all along, and Skinner remarked that he wasn’t surprised to hear that it was Coker. In Study No 1, six fellows with a secret discussed the matter with even more heartfeLt interest than the rest of the Remove. Even Coker himself could not have been more anxious concerning his fate. 

                           THE NINTH CHAPTER. 

                         Merely a Misunderstanding! 

“COKER!” 
  Dr. Locke fixed his eye upon Coker of the Fifth, as he was shepherded into the study by his Form master. 
  Coker was quite calm. 
  Mr. Prout, on the other hand, was flurried and flustered, as well as indignant and wrathful. No Form master at Greyfriars was willing to admit that the author of the outrage could possibly be in his Form. Yet it was certain that the delinquent was in some Form. Prout had felt most certain of all that the Fifth were not concerned in it. True, he had had a lingering doubt of Coker—knowing Coker of old. But even Coker, Prout considered, was not capable of this. It was merely to carry out the headmaster’s instructions, that Prout had questioned the Fifth at all. His discovery of Coker with the purple stains of guilt upon him, was a blow to the master of the Fifth. 
  Dr. Locke observed those stains at the first glance, and his brow grew very stern. 
  “Coker!” he repeated. 
  “Yes, sir!” said Coker cheerfully. 
  “What does this mean, Coker?” 
  “i don’t know, sir!” answered Coker, “Mr. Prout asked me to come here, sir. That’s all I know.” 
  “I regret, sir!” boomed Prout, “I regret to say that it would appear that Coker knows somethng of this lamentable matter. I have brought him here for you to deal with, sir. I have no excuse to offer for him. I can only say that I am ashamed to have such a boy in my Form.” 
  “Oh, draw it mild, sir!” remonstrated Coker. 
  “What, what?” 
  “Draw it mild, sir!  I can tell you—”
  “Silence, Coker!” rapped out the Head. “I gather that you know something of the outrage that took place in the quadrangle, of which Monsieur Charpentier was the victim.” 
  Coker smiled complacently. 
  “I think I do, sir.” 
  “The evidence of his guilt is upon him, sir,” said Mr Prout heavily, “I’m sorry to say that there can be little doubt.” 
  “So it would appear.” assented the Head. 
  Coker looked bewildered for a moment.
  “I don’t quite know what Mr. Prout means, sir,” he said. 
 “I spoke of your guilt, wretched boy!”  boomed Prout. 
  “I don’t see anything guilty in what I’ve done, sir.” answered Coker, with spirit. “Nothing of the kind.” 
  “Are you in your right senses, Coker?” gasped Mr. Prout. “You see no guilt in what you have done?” 
  “None whatever sir.” 
  “I leave him in your hands, Dr. Locke!” exclaimed Mr. Prout, as if in despair. “1 leave him to you, sir.” 
  “Coker!” said the Head. 
  “Yes, sir.” 
  “The stains of purple ink, which I perceive upon you in several places, leave only one conclusion for me to draw.” 
  Coker glanced down at himself. 
  “Yes, I’m rather stained, sir,” he admitted. “That was ratlher unavoidable, in the circumstances. You can’t handle such stuff as indelible marking ink without getting a stain or two.” 
  “You admit having handled the fluid you refer to ?” 
  “Of course, sir!” said Coker in surprise. “Why shouldn’t I?” 
  “It was your intention, then, to make a full confession?  ” asked the Head, unbending a little. 
  “i should hardly call it a confession, sir,” said Cokcr; “I should call it a statement.  ” 
  “What you term it, is immaterial,” said the Head. “The fact is enough! This purple ink, with which you are stained in several places, is, I am to conclude, the same with which Monsieur Charpentier was drenched?” 
  “That is so, sir.” 
  “And why,” said the Head, in a deep voice, “why did you do this, unhappy boy?” 
  Again Coker looked bewildered. 
  “I considered it up to me, sir,” he said.
  “You — you — considered — what—what?” 
  “Nobody else, so far as I can see, had the brains for it.  ” explained Coker. “I took the matter in hand for that reason.” 
  “Is this boy sane?” asked the Head, addressing space.  But the
  “Really, sir——” said Coker warmly.
 “The boy is an utter fool, sir.  ” said Mr. Prout. “Let it be remembered, in extenuation of what he has done, that he is an absolute and incorrigible fool, sir!”
  “Look here—” gasped Coker. 
  “Coker, you admit what you have done?” demanded the Head. 
  “Certainly, sir! There’s no secret about it. I was just going to tell Potter and Greene, when Mr. Prout came into my study. I don’t mind all Greyfriars knowing. Why should I?” 
  “This is extraordinary,” said the Head, “most extraordinary.  However, as the matter now admits of no doubt, it remains only for me to pass sentence upon this Membor of your Form, M press are. Prout.” 
  “Quite so, sir!” said Mr. Prout. 
  “Coker.” said the Head, in a deep and thrilling voice. “You are expelled from—” 
  Coker jumped. 
  “——from this school. Expelled in all ignominy.” said the Head. “You will leave Greyfriars—” 
  “Leave Greyfriars?” stuttered Coker. 
  “Immediately——” 
  “But — but — but—”  articulated Coker.. 
  Dr. Locke waved his hand. 
  “You admit your guilt!  There are no extenuating circumstances! You are a disgrace to the school! You will leave—” 
  “But, sir—but—”
  “Take this boy away, Mr. Prout!  See that he packs his box and that he leaves the school by the earliest possible train in the morning.” 
  “In—in—in the morning?” gasped Coker. 
  “But for consideration for your relatives, Coker, I would send you away this very night!” said the Head sternly. “Take him away, Mr. Prout!” 
“Certainly, sir!  Allow me, sir, to express my regret that a member of my Form should so have disgraced his school! In all my career as a Form master—” 
  “Quite so, Mr. Prout. Please remove him!”
  “Follow me, Coker “ boomed Prout.  Prout strode to the door. Coker’s bewildered gaze followed him; but that was all. Coker himself remained where he was. 
 “You hear me, Coker?” boomed Prout, from the door. 
  Coker did not heed him. He turned his bewildered gaze on the stern face of the headmaster. 
  “Dr Locke—” 
  “I never touched old Mossoo! I can’t imagine what’s put it into your head! Looks to me as if you’ve gone potty——” 
  “Coker!”
  “I never touched Mossoo!” roared Coker. “I never ragged the little ass! As if I would! What on earth made you think I did?” 
  The Head gave Coker a startled look. It dawned on him that there was a misunderstanding of some sort. Mr. Prout gazed at Coker like one bereft of speech.  Coker stared at one, then at the other.  Wrath and indignation gathered in his rugged face 
 “My hat! Me!” he ejaculated. “Well, I like that! Me! Why, that must be what those asses Potter and Greene were thinking! They stared at me like a pair of stuck pigs! Great pip!  I——” 
  Upon my word!” gasped Mr. Prout. “This—this boy is too much for me! A mental home——” 
  “There appears to have been some misunderstanding, owing, doubtless, to the crass obtuseness of this extraordinary boy,” said the Head gently. “We must inquire further, Mr. Prout.” 
  “I should jolly well say so!” gasped Coker 
  And the Head proceeded to inquire further. 

                      THE TENTH CHAPTER. 

                              Cokers clues! 

HORACE COKER blinked at the Head. The head stared sternly at Horace Coker. Mr. Prout stood silent.  His expression indicated that he gave Coker up as a problem beyond his solving. 
  “Coker,” said the Head, at last, answer my questions, and, so far as possible, answer them sensibly. Did you, or did you not, have a hand in the assault upon Monsieur Charpetitier?” 
  “Certainly not” gasped Coker. 
  “Then why did you confess that you did?” 
  “I—I didn’t!” gasped Coker. 
  “Your words could have implied nothing else!” snapped the Head. “You are stained with purple ink; and you have admitted that it is the same ink with which Monsieur Charpentier was drenched by an unknown hand.” 
  “That’s so, sir. But——” 
  “Where did you receive these stains, Coker?” 
  “On the spot where Mossoo was ragged, sir,” answered Coker. 
  You were there?” 
  “Certainly,” 
  “Then you witnessed the assault?” 
  “Oh, no, sir ! I mean, I was there later.” 
  “Later?” said the Head. “For goodness’ sake, Coker, reflect before you speak, and answer me like a sane person. Do you mean that you visited the spot some time after the assault” 
  “That’s it, sir,” said Coker. “I must have picked up these stains in following up my investigations.” 
  “Your what?” articulated the Head. 
  “Investigations, sir,” said Coker. 
  “1 fail to apprehend your meaning. But no matter. You distinctly admitted that you knew more about this occurrence than any other person at Greyfriars. Inform me at once what you know of it.” 
  “That’s what I want to do, sir.” said Coker. “I feel, in the circumstances, that I’m bound to help, being the only fellow in the school able to do so. If you’1l let me explain, sir—”
  “I am waiting for you to do so, Coker,” rapped the Head, “and I warn you that you are wasting my time!” 
  “Well, sir, my time’s of value, too,” said Coker innocently. “But I’d like to tell you what I’ve done, sir. I don’t know whether you ever read detective novels, sir——” 
  “Detective novels!” repeated the Head, as if he could hardly believe his ears. 
  “Yes, sire I read a lot—such as the ‘Clue of the Twisted Chimney-Pot,’ and The Sign of the Scarlet Stain,’ and the ‘Secret of the Blood-Stained Beer-Barrel.’ and—” 
  “You absurd boy, what—” 
  “And I’ve often thought, sir, that I should shine as a detective” said Coker modestly. “That’s why I took this matter up. Here I said to myself, is a mystery that beats all Greyfriars. The Form masters don’t know how to handle it, the prefects are done in, the Head himself is flummoyed.” 
  “What?” 
  “Flummoxed, sir!  Well, what I said to myself was this—I’ll handle it,” said Coker. “So I went to the spot to take up my investigations, sir. I made a thorough investigation on the spot, sir, and picked up some clues.” 
  “Bless my soul!” 
  “A mental home.” murmured Mr. Prout. “A mental home!”
  “The ink that was mopped over Mossoo,” continued Coker. “was a purple marking-ink, sold in a bottle. Now, sir, a fellow swamping purple ink over a man’s chivvy is very likely to get some on himself. That’s the first clue. Then there’s the bottle. That’s the second. Find a fellow stained with purple marking-ink—” 
  “You are stained with purple marking-ink, Coker!” said the Head, in a grindiug voice. 
  “Oh!” ejaculated Coker. “My hat! Was—was that why Mr. Prout brought me here sir? Oh crumbs!” 
  Light was dawning on Coker. Even Coker’s powerful brain was not totally impervious to impressions from without. 
  “It was!” boomed Prout. “You incredibly stupid boy—” 
  “Of course, I don’t count, sir,” said Coker, recovering himself. “Any detective might get bloodstains on him, tot instance, in following up a murder mystery.  Same with this ink. Now, sir, what I propose is this—that you leave the matter in my hands.” 
  The Head gazed at him. 
  “I can answer for it, sir, that it will be in capable hands,” said Coker. “Following up my clues. I have no doubt whatever that I shall lay hands on the murderer—I mean the ragger—” 
  Dr. Locke turned to the Fifth-Form master. 
  “It appears, Mr. Prout, that this foolish and absurd boy has drawn suspicion upon himself, only by thoughtless meddling in a matter that does not concern him,” he said. “I am disposed to believe his statement that he is innocent of the assault on Monsieur Charpentier. 
  “I agree, sir,” said Mr. Prout. “It is almost incredible that any boy in his right senses would act as Coker has done. But I am bound to say that my experience of him is that he is capable of that or any other folly.” 
  “We must, at all events, wait for further evidence,” said the Head. “In the meantime, you may go, Coker; but you are, to a contain extent, under suspicion.” 
  “I, sir,” ejaculated Coker. 
  “If it should prove that you were the author of the outrage, Coker, you will be expelled from the school. For the present the matter remains in abeyance. Now leave my study.” 
  “But, sir—” 
  “Not a word more! Take him away, Mr. Prout!” said the Head. “One word, you will take five hundred lines, Coker! You will see that this imposition is duly written out, Mr. Prout.” 
  “Most certainly, sir,” 
  “Now go, Coker!”
  “B-b-but—” stuttered Coker. 
  “Take him away!”
  A heavy hand dropped on Coker’s shoulder. Mr. Prout marched him from the study, and the door closed. 
  “Go back to your study, Coker!” said Mr. Prout sternly. “I shall expect your lines to-morrow. I shall consider whether to advise your parents to take you away from Greyfriars, and place you in some suitable horne for the mentally deficient. Now go!”
  Coker went. 
  He went in quite a dazed state. He was still dazed when he arrived in his study. Potter and Greene looked at him sadly. 
  “Sacked?” asked Potter. 
  “Bunked?” asked Greene. 
  Coker sat down, or rather collapsed, into a chair. He was quite overcome. 
  “Don’t be a rair of silly idiots,” he said. “Of course not. I say, you men, you know that Prout’s a fool, But did it ever strike you that the Head was a big a fool as Prout? Well, he is. He fancied that I had something to do with ragging that little ass, Mossoo!” 
  “Hadn’t you?” gasped Potter. 
  “No, you chump!” roared Coker. 
  “I—I thought—” 
  “You frabjous ass! Don’t you start thinking, with a brain like yours,” said Coker. “My hat, it’s a bit hard on an intellectual chap to be surrounded by silly idiots like I am.” 
  “Where did you get stained with that ink, then?” yelled Greene. “We thought, and Prout thought—” 
  “Set of chumps!” said Coker. “How could I help getting these stains, investigating the mystery on the spot.  This is the thanks I get for using my abilities as a detective to clear up a mystery.” 
  “Oh crikey!” said Potter.  “Is that it? Might have known that you’d only been playing the ox——” 
  “What?” roared Coker, 
  “Well, you’ve had a jolly lucky escape,” said Greene. “But i suppose the Head knew you were an idiot—”
  “We’d better go and tell the fellows this,” said Potter. “They’re thinking that Cokcr’s sacked. This will make them laugh.” 
  “Laugh!” ejaculated Coker. “What is there to laugh at?” 
  “Oh, my hat You can’t see anything funny in it ?” asked Potter. 
  “No, you chump!” 
  “Look in the glass, then!” 
  And with that parting advice Potter left the study, followed by Greene. Coker stared after them. They were laughing as they went down the passage, and a minute or two later a roar of merriment showed that other Fifth Form men saw something comic in this occurrence.  Coker wondered why, 
  But Coker did not waste much attention on them. Coker had some thinking to do. Ingratitude and misunderstanding might discourage Coker, but could not stop him. Coker had taken up the mystery, and Coker was going to solve it, and thus show all Greyfriars who was who and what was what. Beside the Clue of the Purple Stain, which had almost led to the conviction of Coker himself, there was the Clue of the Missing Bottle. Coker was going to follow up that clue, and lay his finger on the culprit. 
  At least, that was his intention. Coker was deeply-read in detective fiction, and flattered himself that he knew the whole bag of tricks. It was to be hoped, as he continued his remarkable career as a detective, that he would have better luck with the Clue of the Missing Bottle, than he had had with the Clue of the Purple Stain, 

                      THE ELEVENTH CHAPTER. 

                                 The Last Straw! 

“PREP!” said Frank Nugent. 
  “Blow prep!” 
  “Bless prep!” 
  “Bother prep!” 
  The half-dozen juniors in Study No. 1 were not, evidently, in a mood for prep. Nugent, indeed only made the suggestion in a half-hearted way. 
Prep was off. More pressing matters than prep occupied the mind of the Famous Five and Peter Todd. 
  How matters had gone with Coker was a burning question. The fact that suspicion had fallen upon an innocent fellow was simply disastrous from the point of view of the culprits. Fellows like Skinner and Snoop might have held their peace, and let another man take their medicine. That was impossible to Harry Wharton & Co. But what were they going to do? 
“They can’t have bagged Coker without any evidence. ” said Harry. “There must be some sort of grounds—” 
  “Trust that idiot to get into trouble,” growled Johnny Bull 
“Bunter says there was purple ink on his silly nose,” said Bob Cherry. “He may have been marking his collars or something, and got himself inked. That would be enough to make the beaks suspicious.” 
  “They can’t condemn him for nothing,” said Frank. 
  “Nunno. But—” 
  “I wish we knew!” said Harry. “But we can’t go down till after prep. We can’t tell Quelchy how anxious we are for the giddy verdict.” 
“Ha, ha!  No!” 
“One thing’s certain,” said the captain of the Remove. “If Coker is really in trouble over it, we shall have to own up.” 
  “The ownupfulness will be the proper caper,” said Hurree Jamset Ram Singh. “But it will be the esteemed sackfulness for us.” 
  “Could they sack six fellows all at once?” asked Bob. “It would be rather a record. More likely a flogging.” 
  “Who wants a flogging?” asked Nugent, with a dismal grin. 
  “Well, it’s better thn the push,” said Peter Todd. “Besides, Mossoo will be feeling better to-morrow. And he’s a good little ass.  He may put in a word for us. We can tell him it was all a mistake.” 
  “Not without owning up that we meant it for a Sixth Form prefect, ” said Wharton, and that’s jolly serious. 
  “It’s that brute Walker’s fault,” growled Peter. “If he hadn’t licked Bunter for nothing, we shouldn’t have gone for him!
 If it all comes out, we can give our reasons. The Head may think we were justified in ragging a prefect who gave a chap six for nothing.” 
  “Not likely. If it all comes out, were in the jolly old soup,” said Bob Cherry. “The best we can say is that we were gong to rag a Sixth Form prefect, and got a master by mistake in the fog. And that—” 
  Bob broke off suddenly. 
  He stepped to the study door and opened it quickly. A slight sound there had caught his ear.  
  “Ow!” came a startled gasp. 
  Billy Bunter rolled headlong into the study as the door was suddenly opened. 
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  “Bunter!” yelled Johnny Bull. 
  “You fat villain!” roared Wharton. “Listening—”
  “Scrag him!” 
  Burst him!”
 “I say, you fellows,” yelled Bunter, keep off! I wasn’t listening! I wasn’t anywhere near the keyhole. I—I’d stooped to tie my shoe-lace. I never heard a word you fellows were saying. I don’t know that it was you that ragged Mossoo. Ow, keep off!” 
  “Oh, crumbs!” said Bob. ‘The fat’s in the fire now!” “1—I say, you 
Scrag him!“ roared Johnny Bull. 
  “Ow, keep off! I ain’t going to give you away!” howled Bunter. “I can keep a secret.  Besides, 1 never heard anything. Keep off, you beasts !” 
Bob Cherry shut the study door, and his back to it. The six juniors looked at Bunter as if they could have eaten him. 
  The dread secret was in Bunter’s keeping now. The Peeping Tom of Greyfriars knew all. The position had not been hopeful before, but it was very nearly hopeless now. 
  “I’m going to smash him,” growled Johnny Bull. 
  Bunter scrambled to his feet. 
  “Keep off, you beasts! You touch me, and I’ll jolly well tell all the fellows about you ragging Mossoo! Yah!”
  “You fat rascal!” said Harry. 
  “Oh, really, Wharton—” Bunter recovered himself a little, and grinned as he blinked at the dismayed junior through his big spectacles. “Look here, you’d better be civil. Mind, I wasn’t listening at the keyhole. I’d scorn such a thing, as you know. I happened to stoop outside the door to pick up a stud. Merely that! I caught a few words by sheer chance —” 
  “You prying worm!”
  “1 jolly well knew there was something on,” grinned Bunter. “I wondered why Toddy was sticking in this study instead of coming back to prep.  ” 
  “So you came along and listened?” said Bob Cherry savagely. 
  “Nothing of the sort! I’ve told you it was sheer chance; I really couldn’t help hearing when I stooped near the door to pull up my sock——” 
  “Well, you know now, you fat scoundrel!” said Bob. 
  “Yes, rather!” grinned Bunter. “He, he, he! Fancy it being you fellows all the time! He, he, he! What would Quelchy say if he knew?  I say, you fellows, Coker’s going to get sacked for what you did! He, he, he!” 
  “Is that a laughing matter, you frabjous fathead?”   “Well, it serves Coker right.” said Bunter. He’s a rotter! He kicked me yesterday, in his study—making out that I was after his cake. As if I’d touch a fellow’s cake. I say, you fellows, what did you rag Mossoo for?  I thought you liked the little ass.” 
  “We mistook him for Walker, in the fog, fathead.” 
 “He, he, he! Like your cheek to think of ragging a Sixth Form prefect,” said Bunter. “It was asking for trouble, and no mistake.” 
  “You fat villain, it was on your account!” hooted Peter Todd. “We were going to rag Walker for giving you six.” 
“Serve him right,” said Bunter. “That’s all right, of course, but you must have been silly asses to bag Mossoo instead! Pity I wasn’t there. I shouldn’t have blundered like that, you fellows.” 
  “Look here, you men, perhaps its just as well that Bunter knows.” said Harry. “It looks like all coming out now, and we shall have to own up that we meant it for Walker.  Bunter can witness that Walker thrashed him for nothing, and that will help.” 
  That’s so.  ” agreed Nugent. 
  Billy Bunter looked alarmed. 
  “I say, you fellows, I’m not going to get a Sixth Form prefect down on me!” he exclaimed. “You leave me out of it, see?” 
  “It’s rather too late for that!” said Peter. ‘You’re the cause of the whole trouble you fat freak! We took up your trouble with Walker, and its landed us in the soup You’ll have to come with us to the Head and explain that Walker gave you six for butting into him in the fog. It will help.” 
  “But—but Walker will very likely make out that I—I bagged the tarts.” stammered Bunter. 
  “The tarts?” repeated six voices. This was the first Harry Wharton & Co. had heard of the tarts. 
  It dawned upon them that they were not yet acquainted with the whole of the details of that accident in the fog which had led to so much more serious an accident in the fog. 
 “1 told you Walker was coming away from the tuckshop when I ran into him.” said Bunter. “He 1” roared Bunter. “Nothing of the sort! Helping him pick up his parcels, I picked up the tarts. I thought he couldn’t see what I was doing in the fog—I—I mean, I never touched the tarts—never thought of touching them! Not for one moment.” 
  The juniors gazed at Bunter. 
  “But he saw me.” said Bunter. “I mean, he made out that I was scoffing the tarts, and laid into me with his ashplant. He gave me six for nothing. Absolutely nothing! As for his measly tarts, I’d have paid for them if he’d asked me! Besides, I never touched them. In fact, I don’t believe he had any tarts with him at all. He just said so as an excuse for pitching into me. He’s untruthful.” 
  “My only hat!” said Bob. 
  “I hope you fellows can take my word.” said Bunter, with dignity. “Knowing me so well, you can1 of core. But if Walker makes out to the Head that I scoffed his tarts, the Head will think he was justified in giving me six. You can see that. And the Head’s sure to believe him instead of me. He always backs up the prefects.” 
  Harry Wharton & Co. gazed at Bunter in silence. Walker of the Sixth, after all, had not thrashed Bunter for nothing. He had thrashed him for a good cause. The “six, ” if reported to the Head, would be fully justified in the opinion of the headmaster. 
  It was the loss of the last hope of the hapless Co. Had matters been as they had believed, they had some sort of all excuse to offer for what they had done; some explanation, at least. 
  Now what could they say? That they had been going to rag—not a bad- tempered bully, but a prefect who had administered a deserved and just punishment to a young rascal! 
  It was the last straw! 
  “Well,” said Bob Cherry at last. we’re for it now; and I think we 
deserve it, too! Any fellow who’s ass enough to believe Bunter—” 
  “Oh, really, Cherry—” 
  “We know Bunter so well, and we let him take us in!” said Peter Todd. “I actually asked Walker.  He was busy writing a letter, or he might have mentioned that Bunter scoffed his tarts—” 
  “1 didn’t!” hooted Bunter. “I never touched them! I was helping Walker pick up his things; in my kind-hearted way. He made out that I butted into him on purpose to make him drop the parcels, and that I was after the tuck. Of cours8, that was only his rotten suspicious mind! You fellows know whether I’m the fellow to touch another fellow’s tuck.” 
  “We’ve been silly asses—” said Bob. 
  “Glad you can see it,” said Bunter. “I’ve often told you fellows what silly asses you are. You can’t say I haven’t.”
  “We’ve been taken in, and we’ve made fools of ourselves, and we’re in the soup!” said Bob. “ But——” 
  “Keep it dark,” said Bunter. “I’ll keep the secret for you. Of course, I shall expect you to treat me decently. One good turn deserves another, as I’ve said before. Mind, I don’t approve of your conduct; this ragging is rather a ruffianly sort of thing, in my opinion. Still, I don’t expect you fellows to look at things in a highminded way, as I do. I can make allowances for you. Still, I’m going to keep it dark for you. What about supper” 
  “Supper!”
  “Yes: I think you fellows might stand a study supper to a fellow who’s protecting you and keeping secret your ruffianly and rather blackguardly conduct. What do you think?” 
  The chums of the Remove did not tell Bunter what they thought. It seemed to them that it was a time for actions, not for words. 
  With one accord they fell on William George Bunter and smote him hip and thigh. 
  “Yarooogh!” roared Bunter. “Keep off!  Help! Fire!  I’ll tell the fellows!  I’ll tell Quelch!  I’ll tell the Head! Yaroooooop! I’ll go straight to the Head and say—Whoooooop! Yow!”
  A dismal, dusty and dilapidated Bunter was deposited in a heap in the Remove passage, and the door slammed on him. 
  Whether that was the best method of inducing Bunter to keep the secret. might be doubtful. But there was, at least, solace in it. The chums of the Remove were feeling better. 
  Bunter, to judge by the fearful yells that woke every echo of the Remove passage, was not! 
                         THE TWELFTH CHAPTER. 
                                  Caught Bending! 
“COKER!” ejaculated Harry Wharton. 
  Coker stared at him. 
  After prep was—officially— over, Wharton had lost no time in repairing to the Fifth Form passage to inquire concerning the fate of Coker of the Fifth. If, by some horrid mischance, punishment had fallen on Coker for what the juniors had done, nothing remained but to own up; the chums of the Remove were agreed on that. So, naturally, they wanted very much to know what had happened to Coker. 
  Wharton did not need to go so far as his study. In the Fifth Form passage he came on the great Horace—not looking, certainly, like a fellow who was under sentence of the “sack.” 
  “What do you want?” grunted Coker, “Think I’m a ghost?” 
  “You’re not sacked?” exclaimed Wharton. 
  “Don’t be a young ass!” 
  “But—but Prout took you to the Head—” 
  “Prout’s an ass, and the head’s another.” 
  “Then, you’ve got off?  ” exclaimed Wharton in great relief. 
  Coker stared at him harder. Wharton’s relief was evident in his face; and Coker was naturally surprised to see a junior so concerned in his fate. 
  “Of course I got off!” he grunted. “Prout had a fatheaded idea that I was mixed up in that rag on Mossoo, when I was only investigating the matter.” 
  “Investigating it?” repeated Wharton 
  “I’m looking into the affair,” said Coker loftily “Nobody else knows what to do, but I fancy I shall clear it up. ” 
  “What business is it of yours?” asked Harry. 
  “Don’t be cheeky.” 
  “You can’t mind your own business?” inquired the captain of the Remove. 
  “If you’ve come here for a licking, Wharton—”
  “Well, I’m glad you’ve got off,” said Harry. 
  “Much obliged!” said Coker sarcastically. “I’m not asking cheeky fags to worry abut me that I know of. You’d better cut off, Wharton, before I give you the licking you’re asking for.”
  “Fathead!” answered Wharton cheerfully. 
  And he cut off, to carry the welcome tidings to his chums in the Rag. 
  All was clear—so far as Coker of the Fifth was concerned. The secret six were not under the painful necessity of owning up. Unfortunately, their discussion of the matter had been overheard by Billy Bunter and there were now seven in the secret. 
  A secret in Bunter’s keeping was in a rather precarious position. But the chums of the Remove hoped for the best. Dire threats of what would happen to him if he breathed a word had some effect on William George Bunter. It was only to be hoped that that effect would be lasting. 
  After all, the affair would blow over in time. In a few days, if the culprits were not discovered, the excitement would die away and the inquiry slacken. Mossoo’s mottled complexion would, in the courso of time, wash off, and his equanimity would be restored. Something else would happen to take the general attention off the subject. 
  Harry Wharton & Co. went to their dormitory that night in a rather relieved and more comfortable frame of mind. 
  Morning dawned on Greyfriars clear and bright. The fog, which had caused so much trouble to various members of the Greyfriars community, had cleared off in the night. Harry Wharton & Co. went down cheerfully into the bright winter sunshine in the quad. 
  “1 say, you fellows!” squeaked Billy Bunter, as they left the dormitory 
  They did not heed Bunter. 
  “I fancy it’s all right, you men!” said Peter Todd, coming up to the Famous Five in the quad. “Nothing’s come out, and they’ve not dropped on anybody since Coker. Of course, that born idiot asked for it. So long as Bunter keeps his mouth shut, we’re all right.” 
  “But will he?” grunted Johnny Bull. “If he opens it we’ll jolly well scrag him, anyhow. As he knows that, he may keep it shut.” 
  “Hallo, hallo, hallo! Here’s Coker!” exclaimed Bob Cherry. “What the thump is he up to?” 
  “Potty,” suggested Frank Nugent.  “I’ve always thought Coker had rather a screw loose!  Looks like it.” 
  The juniors gazed at Coker. They had supposed that they were first down that morning, but obviously Horace Coker was also an early riser. His proceedings were undoubtedly strange and mysterious. 
  Coker was moving about in a stooping attitude, bent almost double. His eyes were fixed on the ground, as if in search of something. He moved along slowly, scanning the ground. The juniors watched him with interest and surprise. 
  “Hallo, hallo, hallo!”  bawled Bob Cherry. “Lost something, Coker?” 
  Coker straightened up suddenly and stared round at the junior. 
 “Oh, you!” he said.  “Clear off! I don’t want any fags messing around.” 
  “Have you bought the quad?“ asked Frank. 
  Coker frowned. 
  “Clear off, I tell you! Hold on, though,” added Coker, as an afterthought struck him. “Perhaps you can help. I’m looking for something.” 
  “What is it?”
  “A bottle.” said Coker mysteriously. 
  “A bottle!” ejaculated the six juniors. 
  “Yes.  ”
  “I’m surprised at you, Coker,” said Bob Cherry gravely. Have you taken to drink in your old age?  Was it whisky or gin?” 
  “Ha, ha, ha!” 
  Coker stared at them.  
 “You young asses, what do you mean? It’s a small bottle—a bottle that contained marking-ink. It’s a clue.” 
  “A—a—clue?” ejaculated Wharton. 
  “Yes. I don’t mind letting you into it,” said Coker condescendingly.     
  “You’re a cheeky little beast, but I don’t suspect you of having had a hand in ragging Mossoo.” 
  “Oh” gasped Bob Cherry. “You— you don’t?” 
  “No,” said Coker. “Disrespectful little rotters as you are, you wouldn’t do a thing like that.” 
  “Thanks!” said Harry Wharton grave]y. 
  “I’m after the gang that did it,” explained Coker. “I’m looking for a clue at the present moment—the clue of the ink bottle. See?” 
 “Oh, my hat!” 
  “Mossoo was drenched with purple marking-ink,” said Coker. ‘The ink must have been in a bottle—” 
  “Did you work that out in your head, Coker?” asked Bob Cherry, with owl-like gravity.
  “Yes; I’ve got rather a brain for problems of this sort.  ” said Coker. He was quite good-humoured now. Coker liked an audience, and Potter and Greene had refused—quite rudely— to turn out before rising- bell and accompany him in his investigations that morning. Coker liked to talk, and fags were better than nothing in the way of hearers. And when Coker was playing Sherlock Holmes, he naturally felt the need of a Dr. Watson to admire his cleverness. So the great Horace proceeded to expound:   “The ink was in a bottle! You see, it’s sold in bottles.” 
  “I see!” said Bob, with a nod. “Do you fellows see?” 
  “The seefulness is terrific.” 
  “Well, the bottle was in the hand of the fellow who inked Mossoo.  ” said Coker. “The question arises, what did he do with it?” 
  The Famous Five involuntarily glanced at Peter Todd. Peter grinned. 
 “I fancy the fellow would chuck it away first thing!” suggested Toddy. and the Famous Five grinned, too. 
  “That’s it,” said Coker.  “Well, if he chucked it away, as I deduce, it’s somewhere about.” 
  “It would be!” agreed Wharton. “Unless it was chucked away so 
that it fell right outside the solar system, it’s bound to be somewhere about.” 
  “Eh? Exactly,” said Coker. “Well, I’m going to find that bottle. It’s a clue to the gang.”’ 
  “The—the gang?” 
 “Yes. This outrage was the work of a gang,” said Coker. 
  “Oh crumbs!” 
  “A gang of dastardly young ruffians,” said Coker “I’m sure you think the same about them as I do—absolutely ruffianly young scoundrels.” 
  “Oh!”
“It’s a fellow’s duty to root them out and show them up, ” said Coker. ‘ The sooner they’re expelled from the school the better.  You see that?” 
  “Oh!   Ah, quite!” 
 “The quitefulness is terrific.  ” 
  “Well, that’s my job!” said Coker. “Nobody else at Greyfriars has the brains to do it. So it’s up to me.” 
  “Nobody else at Greyfriars has brains quite like yours, Coker,” said Bob, with conviction. 
  “I don’t brag of it.” said Coker modestly. “It just happens! But being, as it happens, the only brainy man in the school, I feel that this is up to me” 
  The chums of the Remove suppressed their emotions.  It was not easy to keep serious faces while Horace Coker was talking.  But they managed it. 
  “But suppose you find the bottle?  ” said Harry. “Aren’t ink-bottles much alike? Lots of fellows have bottles of marking-ink, and they naturally throw the bottles away when they’ve done with them.” 
  “That depends,” said Coker “There may be finger-marks on the bottle,” 
 “Finger-marks? ”
  “You kids, of course don’t know much about detective work,” said Coker, with lofty condescension. “I’ve rather studied it. Lots of criminals are traced by finger-marks. They keep volumes and volumes of finger-marks at Scotland Yard. There’s a scientific theory that no two men’s finger-marks are exactly alike. There’s a possibility, of course, that an
 error may creep in, but you can take it from me this is very seldom the case. Broadly speaking you can put your shirt on a finger-mark clue. 
  “Wonderful!” ejaculated Bob Cherry. 
  “Marvellous!” said Nugent. 
  Coker nodded and smiled. His opinion of these cheeky fags was rising. Apparently they could see what a wonderfully clever fellow Coker was. 
  “And how will you identify the finger-marks?” asked Wharton. “Don’t they have to be photographed and magnified or something like that? Are you going to take finger impressions of every fellow at Greyfriars, to compare them?” 
  Coker paused a moment. Apparently he had not thought that part out yet. 
  The six regarded Coker with cheery interest. If Coker’s success depended on finger-print clues they did not think that the “gang” had much to fear from Coker’s detective work. 
  “One thing at a time, you know.  ” said Coker. “The first thing is to find the bottle. You fags can help me, if you like. I’m sure you feel as keen as I do to show up that rascally gang.” 
  “ ‘Hem!”
  “Well there’s no time to waste,” said Coker. “Let’s get going. 
  And Coker resumed his bending attitude and moved along, scanning the ground inch by inch. 
  The chums of the Remove looked at one another, and looked at Coker. The temptation was irresistible. Horace Coker seemed to have placed himself deliberately in a favourable position for a goal-kick. 
  With his back to the Famous Five, bending double, Horace Coker moved along, scanning the ground before him. 
  After him moved the Famous Five. 
  “Who’s taking this goal?  ” murmured Bob Cherry. 
“You, old bean. You’ve got the biggest feet.” 
  There was a suppressed chuckle. 
  Bob Cherry broke into a run and arrived behind Coker. He let out a large size in boots. 
  Crash!” 
  “Yaroooop!” roared Coker, as he sprawled, head foremost.  “Whooop! What — Oh, my hat! Yarooop!” 
  “Ha, ha, ha!” shrieked the juniors. 
  Coker sprawled and roared. 
  “Hook it!” gasped Wharton. 
  “Ha, ha, ha!” 
  The six juniors promptly hooked it. Coker roared and bellowed, and scrambled to his feet, and glared round with a homicidal glare. Harry Wharton & Co. were vanishing into the distant Cloisters. 
  “I—I—I’ll————” gasped Coker. 
  He made a stride in pursuit, but checked himself. His detective work claimed him; and there was not much more time before a crowd of fellows would be swarming into the quad. Coker suppressed his just wrath and resumed his search for the clue of the missing bottle. 

                          THE THIRTEENTH CHAPTER. 

                                  The Cat out of the Bag! 

BILLY BUNTER blinked round him through his big spectacles and grunted. 
  “Beasts!” 
  Bunter had rolled out of the House to look for the Famous Five. He did not see them. 
  He could see Coker of the Fifth rooting about the quad, giving rather the impression of a dog in search of a hidden home. But he did not heed Coker of the Fifth. He did not even know that Coker was exercising his wonderful abilities as a detective; He merely wondered, for a moment, why Coker was playing the goat. It was the Famous Five that Bunter wanted. 
  They did not seem to want Bunter. If they saw him they eluded him. Bunter rolled in search of them. 
  Bunter was expecting a postal-order that day. There was a possibility— Bunter admitted the possibility—that it mightn’t come. In which case, and in the peculiar circumstances, Bunter saw no reason why the chums of the Remove should not cash that postal-order for him, before it came, He felt that it was up to them, in the circumstances, and that was what he wanted to see them about. 
  This was an important matter—to Bunter, at least. So he rolled hither and thither, looking for the Famous Five. Thus it was, by pure chance, that Bunter’s eye caught a gleam on the earth in the morning sunlight, under the elms, which attracted his attention at once. If someone had dropped a. shilling or a half-crown, Bunter was prepared to take charge of the coin till the owner shouId be found—though not prepared, perhaps, to make any very desperate efforts to find the owner. 
  But it was not a. shilling, or a half-crown, or a coin at all, that caught the gleam of he sun. Bunter, bending down and blinking at the shining object through his spectacles, gave a grunt of disgust as he discerned that it was glass —a small bottle. 
  Then he grinned. 
  It was a small, empty bottle, lacking a cork, and from the label on it, and its inky state, it had evidently contained purple marking-ink. 
  “He, he, he!”  cachinnated Bunter. 
  Obviously, it was the bottte that the raggers had thrown away after drenching Monsieur Charpentier with the contents. 
  Bunter picked it up. 
 “That’s Toddy’s bottle!” murmured Bunter. “I remember seeing it in the study yesterday. Of course, I’m not going to give Toddy away—I wouldn’t! Still, it’s evidence!” 
  Bunter grinned. 
  It was likely vnough that those ungrateful beasts might ref use to admit that one good turn deserved another. Bunter considered that the possession of this “evidence” strengthened his claim for the cashing of his postal-order. 
  With the bottle in his hand he rolled on, looking for the chums of the Remove. A sudden grasp fell on his fat shoulder. 
  “Got you!” 
  “Ow!” gasped Bunter, spinning round. 
  He found himself in the grasp of Coker of the Fifth. 
  “Ow! Leggo, you beast!” howled Bunter indignantly. “Wharrer you collarting me for?”
  “Got you!” repeated Coker, with satisfaction. His eyes fairly gloated on the bottle in Banter’s hand. “You’re up early this morning, Bunter.” 
  “No bizney of yours,” said Bunter. “Leggo!”
  “You didn’t get up specially early to get rid of that bottle?” asked Coker banteringly. 
  “Eh? No.’’ 
  “Of course not,” said Coker, with deep sarcasm. “You’re the laziest young sweep in the Lower Fourth, and you never turn out till the latest possible minute, but you’re up early this morning—” 
  “I’m looking for some fellows.  It’s important!”
  “You may as well speak the truth,” said Coker calmly. “I’ve got you, and you may as well own up. You got up early to throw that bottle away in a safe place.” 
  “You silly ass! I picked it up in the quad——” 
  “Pile it on,’ said Coker, still sarcastic. “But you’d better confess, Bunter. Who helped you in that rag on Monsieur Charpentier? It was the work of a gang, I know that. Who were the others?” 
  “Wha- a-at!” gasped Bunter. 
  “You were one of them,” said Coker. “That’s proved, by your getting up early to get rid of that evidence— 
  Coker had already deduced that the ragger had thrown the bottle away, hence his search in the quad. But he was prepared to change his deduction to suit the circumstances of the case.  Theories, after all, have to fit the facts; and the fact was that Bunter had got up early to get rid of incriminating evidence. That was perfectly clear—to Coker, at least. 
  “Who were the others?” demanded Coker. 
  “There—there weren’t any others,” gasped Bunter. 
 “Mean to say you ragged Mossoo on your own?” demanded Coker. 
“No,” howled Bunter. “You silly ass, I had nothing to do with it.” 
  “Cheese it!” said Coker. “I’ve been following up the clue of the missing bottle, and it’s led to you. There’s no doubt about the matter. You’re ooming to the Head.” 
  “Yarooooh!”
  “This way !“ said the victorious detective of the Fifth, and he jerked the Owl of the Remove towards the House. 
  “Yow-ow-ow! Help !” 
  “Come on, you fat villain 1” 
  Bunter had no choice about coming on. Coker whisked him away towards the House at express speed. 
  “I didn’t!” shrieked Bunter. “I never did! I won’t go to the Head! I wasn’t! I never! Yarooogh!”
  “Come on!” grinned Coker, 
  He whisked Bunter to the doorway of the House. 
  “Yaroooogh! Leggo! Help!” yelled Bunter. 
  “Coker!” An angular figure appeared in the House doorway, and two gimlet eyes fixed sternly on the great man of the Fifth. “Coker! What does this mean? Release Bunter immediately!” 
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    “I’ve got him, sir!”  gasped Coker.  “I’ve tracked him down.” 
  “You have—what ?“ 
  “Tracked him, sir! I’ve solved the mystery.” 
  “The—the mystery?” stuttered Mr. Quelch. 
  “Yes, rather, sir. I’ve looked into the matter, sir, and followed up my clues, and found out that it was Bunter.” 
  “It wasn’t!” shrieked Bunter. 
  “What was Bunter?” hooted Mr. Quelch, 
  “Ragged Mossoo, sir—” 
  “What?” ejaculated the Remove master. “Bunter!  Is it possible that you had a hand in the assault upon Monsieur Charpentier?” 
  “Ow! No. I wasn’t—I didn’t——” 
  “I caught him getting rid of the incriminating evidence.  ” said Coker cheerfully. “That bottle—” 
  “That bottle?” 
  “Yes, sir, that’s the bottle that contained the purple ink that was mopped over Mossoo. Bunter got up early to get rid of it.” 
  “I didn’t” wailed Bunter. 
  “Where did you obtain that bottle, Bunter?” 
  “I—I picked it up in the quad, sir.” 
  “Gammon!” said Coker. 
  “Silence, Coker! If that empty bottle was picked up m the quadrangle it would certainly seem to be the one used iu the outrage,” said Mr. Quelch. “Do you know to whom that bottle belongs, Bunter?” 
  “I—I—I—”
  “Were you concerned in the outrageous attack upon Monsieur Charpentier?  ” thundered Mr. Quelch. 
  “Of course he was, sir!” exclaimed Coker warmly. “I’ve followed up the clue, and it’s led straight to Bunter.” 
  “Bunter, if you were concerned in the outrage—” 
  “Ow! No. Oh dear! Nothing of the kind, sir!” howled Bunter, in dire terror. “I never knew anything about it, sir, till I heard the fellows who did it talking in the study—I mean—” 
  “You know who did it, Bunter?” 
   “Oh, dear!  No, sir!  I mean, I—I didn’t hear them talking in the study, sir. They will tell you the same, sir. They were all there when I heard them—I mean, when I didn’t hear them. Ask Wharton, sir!” 
  “Wharton!” exclaimed Mr. Quelch, in horror. “Is it possible that the head boy of my Form is concerned in this outrage?” 
  “Nunno! I—I mean—” 
  “A lot of them were in it, sir,” said Coker. “I’ve already deduced, sir, that it was the work of a gang—” 
  “Will you kindly cease to make ridiculous remarks, Coker?” 
  “Eh?” 
  “Bunter, tell me what you know of the matter immediately. You have named Wharton——” 
  “I—I mean—I didn’t mean—I—I—I don’t know anything about the matter, sir,” gasped Bunter. “They weren’t talking about owning up, sir, when they thought Coker was going to get the chopper, and I didn’t hear them. That—that’s what 1 really meant to say, sir.” 
  “When was this, Bunter?” 
  “Last evening, sir, when Prout took Coker to the Head,” groaned Bunter. “They thought the game was up, and they’d have to own up to save that idiot Coker. I mean—I—I—I mean—” 
  “You heard a number of boys discussing the outrage that they had themselves committed?” 
  “Yes, sir!  I mean, no, sir!  I never heard anything!  You see, sir, I wasn’t anywhere near the keyhole of Study No. 1. I wouldn’t listen, sir. I’m quite incapable of it.” 
  “I shall question Wharton,” said Mr. Quelch grimly. “I have no doubt that I shall arrive at the truth.” 
  “Oh dear!” 
  “You repeat that you were not concerned in the outrage, Bunter?” 
  “Oh, no, sir!  All six of them will tell you I wasn’t!” 
  “There were six boys concerned in it?” 
  “Oh, no! I mean—”  
  “You need say no more, Bunter. Go!  As for you, Coker,” said Mr. Quelch, fixing his gimlet eyes on the Fifth Form detective, as Bunter scuttled—” as for you I can only express my disgust—”
  “Eh!”  
  “My contempt——” 
  “Wha-a-at?” 
  
“My utter scorn,” said Mr. Quelcb. “Tale-bearing, or sneaking as it is called among the boys, is abhorrent to me. You should be ashamed of yourself, Coker!” 
  Mr. Quelch swept into the House, leaving Coker rooted to the steps, transfixed. 
  “Mum-mum-my hat!” gasped Coker. He was dumbfounded. Never for a moment had it entered Coker’s powerful brain that, in taking up the case and solving the mystery, he was guilty of what the fellows called sneaking. Any other fellow who gave a man away certainly might justly be called a sneak. But Coker was above the considerations that apply to ordinary mortals. 
  Coker was still breathless with indignation when Potter and Greene came out into the quad, and he joined them. 
  “What do you fellows think 7” gasped Coker. “I’ve solved that mystery—it’s come out that it was Wharton and his gang did it—owing to my masterly deductions—and what do you think? Quelch calls it sneaking!” 
  Potter and Greene stared at him. 
  “Well, what do you call it, then?” asked Potter. 
  “Eh ?“ gasped Coker. 
  “Yes, what do you call it?” asked Greene. 
  “What?” 
  “If you’ve given those kids away, you ought to be jolly well kicked!” said Potter. 
  “And jolly hard!” said Greene. 
  Coker could not speak: he could only gasp. Potter and Greene walked on, and left him gasping. 
                      THE FOURTEENTH CHAPTER. 
                                 Vive Ia France! 
“BON jour, mes garcons!”
  Monsieur Carpentier smiled—a rather mottled smile—as he greeted the Famous Five. 
  “Good.morning, sir!” chorused the juniors.
  They capped Mossoo very respectfully.
   Mossoo’s complexion showed very visible traces of the purple ink. Soap and water, rubbing and scrubbing, had not quite obliterated his zebra-like appearance. 
  But Harry Wharton & Co. were creful not to smile. As a matter of fact, they were feel more concerned than amused. They liked Mossoo and they respected him, and they would have given anything to undo that unfortunate mistake in the fog 
  “I—I hope you—you feel all right, sir, after—” hesitated Bob Cherry. 
  “Mais oui,” sald Monsieur Charpentier. “I am terribly shock. I am awfully upset.  I am what you call in English, cut down— ”
  “Cut up, sir.” murmured Bob. 
  “Oul; cut up,” assented Mossoo sadly. “It is terrible shock to me, mes garcons to discover that zere is at zis school persons who dislike me so mooch zat zey tatter me—” 
  “Rag you, sir.” murmured Wharton 
  “Ze rag and ze tatter, vat is ze difference?” asked Mossoo. He passed his hand over his mottled countenance. “Zat tattering—zat ragging, in itself, mes garcons, it is nozzing! But it break me ze heart to zink zat I am so dislike— zat I have enemy in zis school! Vat have I done sat somevuns zey should dislike me so much? Hein?” 
  There was deep trouble in his kind little face. 
  From the ragging itself Mossoo had recovered. But the thought that a number of fellows in the school regarded him with aversion or hatred was deeply distressing to him. 
  The juniors exchanged guilty looks. 
  “I—I—I’m sure, sir” stammered Harry Wharton, “that nobody at Grey- friars does dislike you, sir. Nobody would rag you, sir.” 
  “But I am rag!” said Mossoo. “I am seize—I am attack—I am ink! Nevair I believe him possible: but he happen!” 
  He shook his head  orrowfully. 
  It break me to heart,” he said, with tremor in his voice. “I zink to myself, if zis is so, I stay no more in zis school! I go to ze Head, and I resign zat post. Oui! Since it is zat I am so dislike in zis school, he is no place for Adolphe Charpentier!” 
  “Oh, sir!” exclaimed Harry. 
  “In some other school, peut-etre, zey like me bettair,” said Mossoo “In some other school zey will not tatter me—yes!”
  Wharton drew a deep breath, and glanced at his chums. 
  “But, sir, it’s a mistake. Nobody does dislike you here—nobody would rag you, sir.” he said earnestly. “I—I can assure you, sir, that—that—” 
  “But he happen,” said Monsieur Charpentier sadly. 
  “It was a mistake, sir,” said Harry. “It was all through the fog. The fellows who ragged you took you for somebody else in the fog, sir.” 
  “You zink?” exclaimed Mossoo, his face brightening. 
  “I—I’m sure of it, sir.  ” 
  “Quite sure, sir,” said Bob. 
  “The surefulness is terrific, honoured sahib!”
  But Mossoo shook his head again. 
  “Zat is verree kind of you, mes garcons, to say so to comfort me.” he said sadly “But you zink—you do not know—”
  “We do know, sir,” said Harry, taking the plunge “The fact is, sir, we—we know the fellows who did it.” 
  “Mon Dieu!” 
  Wharton looked at his friends again, and they nodded assent to his unspoken question. 
  The idea that Mossoo in his distress at the discovery that he had a number of supposed enemies in the school, was thinking of leaving Greyfriars, was too much for the juniors. They forgot the risk, for the moment, in their desire to reassure the sensitive little gentleman. 
  “You know—vous savez!” said Mossoo. 
  “It was a mistake in the fog, sir,” said Harry Wharton. “We—we—we were the fellows who did it, sir!”
  “Vous!” ejaculated Monsieur Charpentier, in amazement. He stared blankly at the guilty six. 
  “Yes, said Peter Todd. “It was all my fault! We were waiting for a fellow, to rag him, and you came along, and we took you for him.” 
“You see, we couldn’t see you in the fog, sir,” said Frank Nugent.  “If we’d known it was you, sir, we’d never have—” 
  “The neverfulness is terrific!”
  “We were awfully sorry when we heard it was you, sir,” said Johnny Bull. “We thought we’d got the fellow we were after, and we found otit afterwards— ” 
  “It was an awful mistake, sir,” said Harry. “We knew the fellow we were after was coming down to the letterbox—but he never came, after all—and you happened to come, so— We’re awfully sorry, sir! It was a wretched mistake!” 
  Monsieur Charpentier gazed at the juniors in silence. His face was brightening, like the sun coming out from the clouds. 
  The distress in the faces of the juniors showed how earnest they were. A weight was lifted from Mossoo’s mind. The ragging and the mottled complexion remained; but that dreadful thought that he was disliked and detested by a crowd of fellows in the school was gone. And that was what had tormented the sensitive Frenchman. 
  “We’re sorry, sir!” said Harry Wharton. “It was an idiotic mistake! We—we can’t say how sorry we are, sir!” 
“Mon Dieu!” murmured Mossoo. 
  “I say, you fellows 
  Bunter came panting up. 
  “Oh, shut up, Bunter! Clear off!”
  “I say, you fellows, it’s all out!” gasped Bunter. “1 came to give you the tip!  Quelchy’s got on to it!”
  “What?” 
  “That idiot Coker found it out and told Quelch!” gasped Bunter. “I never let out a word! You can rely on that! But it’s all out, and Quelchy knows who ragged Mossoo—” 
  “You fat villain—” 
  “Oh, really, Cherry—” 
  “Well, we’re for it, anyhow,” said Harry. “As we’ve already told Mossoo, it doesn’t matter much if Quelch knows. We’d bettor go in and 
take our gruel, you men.” 
  “Restez!” said Monsieur Charpentier. 
  He smiled genially. 
  “Mes garcons, you have acted verree foolishly—verree thoughtlessly. But a mistake, he is one mistake—he is not one outrage—he is not one insult! You do not tatter me because you dislike me—” 
 “Oh, sir! We all like you!” said Bob. 
  “It is not because you do not respect me?” 
 “We all respect you, sir,” said Frank. “The respectfulness is terrific!” said Hurree Jamnset Ram Singh. 
 “Zen, qu’importe?” said Monsieur Charpentier. “It is one foolish mistake. But zat is nozzings! i forgive him.” 
  “Oh, sir!” 
  “I am relieve—I am comfort,” said Monsieur Charpcntier. “It is not zat I have enemy, it is all one mistake! Consolez-vous, mes garcons. I speak to zat good Mr. Quelch—1 speak to ze Head—I explain zat he is all one mistake, and I beg zat all be forgiven. Voila tout.” 
  “Oh, Mossoo!” gasped the six. 
  Mossoo waved his hand. 
  “Zat is all left!” he said. 
  “All right, do you mean, sir?” gasped Bob. 
  “Mais oui—vat you call, all right! He is all right!” said Monsieur Charpentier. “Leave him to me, mes garcons, and fear nozings! Je vais ex pliquer—I go to explain! He is as right as ze hail “ added Mossoo, probably meaning as right as rain. 
  And, with a reassuring smile to the repentant six, Monsieur Charpentier trotted away towards the House. 
  “Well,” said Bob Cherry, with a deep breath. “My hat!” 
  “Jevver hear of such luck?” ejaculated Johnny Bull. 
  “The luckfulness is—” 
  “Terrific !“ chuckled Bob. 
  “I say, you fellows—” 
  “Let’s kick Bunter for letting it out, all the same,” suggested Bob. 
  “Hear, hear!”
  “Yaroooooh!” Bunter yelled. 
  “And give Mossoo a cheer “ said Harry. 
  “Yes, rather!” 
  “Vive la France!” roared Bob and his comrades echoed the roar, till the quadrangle rang with it. 
  Monsieur Charpentier glanced back. He smiled, and raised his hat in acknowledgment Then he trotted on again towards the House—leaving six Remove fellows in a very relieved frame of mind. 
  The secret was out. 
  But the six were no longer in the soup. 
  They had a severe “jaw” from the Head—and a still more severe and lengthy jaw from Mr Quelch. But that was all—owing to the kind and generous intervention of Mossoo. But really they owed their escape to their own kind hearts. For had they not taken compassion on Mossoo’s distress, and confessed the truth to him, the matter would have ended very differently. 
  As it was, all was well that ended well! The six tried to show their gratitude to Mossoo by being extra respectful and attentive in the French class— for quite a long time. They also showed their gratitude to Coker of the Fifth by waylaying that great man in the quad and ducking his head in the fountain. The clouds had rolled by, and the cheerfullest faces at Greyfriars were those of the six who had been in the soup. 
THE END. 

